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| P hilander and Sileia: : 


Done into VERSE. 


LETTER I. 
To SILFTIA. 


i HEN laſt I parted, 65 1 bead 
t' agree 


N your cruel. and impoſſible De- 
3; 8 Conflits fince, my 


Thoughts controul; 


ad Love ſu e reigns Sovereign of my Soul. 
_ gns B a * Tha 


2 
1 


2 Love - Letters, 


That Idol Honouf's baniſh'd from my Breaſt; 
- Hongur, that wou'd its ſtupid Rules ſuggeſt, 
* Tranſporting Thought! when Si/via came in 
: view, * - | 
At her Tdea ſoon the Phantom flew. a 
Silvia, in all the Charms of blooming. Vouth, 
In all the Graces of unvanquiſh'd Truth, 
With heavenly Beauties, wanton, young and gay, 
More bright Angels, innocent as they. 
Her Eyes all E her Boſom bare, 
Her Breaſts all naked, and all looſe her Hair, 
All negligent her Dreſs, her Boſom roſe 
With ſecret Sighs, and ardent Flames diſcloſe. 
Flames ſhe wou'd fain for ever keep conceal'd, 
Hut oh ! her Eyes, her Looks the burning Love 
5 reveal d. „ 
My charming Silvia, let it then ſuffice, 


6 


3 ere — 


I chink, and know enough that juſtifies 
A Brother's Paſſion from a Siſter's Eyes. 
He that is worthy of my Si/via's Love, 
His Pa ſſion out o'th' common Road muſt move, 
If on her killing Eyes depends his Fate, 
| Muſt do it far beyond the common Rate. 
.  *Tis not enough to gain a ſingle Heart, 
| Or raging Pains to one alone impart ; , 
© Yaur Beauty, like the Sun, ſhould ſpread o'er all 
And be yourſelf a great Original. | 
Break thro' thoſe deſpicable Laws ordain'd, 
' You was not made by Rules to be _ | 
* | _ - Infipic 


"S + as . 
. CY 7 


Love- Leiters. 3 
Iaſipid Methods; nobler Cauſes move, 
iu That ſhou'd inſpire my Silvias Soul with Love, 
" [| What kin are you to me? no Ties of Blood; 

Or if there were, Love will not be withſtood, 
, What if the Prieſt my Hand your Siſter gave, 
Ilm alone my charming Si}via's Slave, 

gay Shall ceremonious Cuſtoms ever tye 
© Our Souls in one eternal Slavery, 

And airy Dreams for laſting Pleaſures buy? | 
The firſt great Race of Men, and neareſt Tove, 
* I| Minded no Rules, promiſcuouſly they love: 
fe, Then the glad Brothers could their Siſters wed, 
d. And happy Fathers with their Daughters bed, 
Lovell Therefore ſtart not, for oh ! I know your Mind 

To ſtricteſt Virtue always was inclin'd.- 
Rejet, my Silvia, theſe fantaſtick Rules, 
Dull beaten Roads to fright believing Fools 
Put me not off with long and wild Delays 
Nor from your Breaſt the kindling Fires:eraze ; / 
ove, (Say rather that you but diſſembled Love, | 
- FE Which never ſuffers Honour to remove, 
Honour, a poor imaginary Pow'r, 
Meer empty Fright of Nonſenſe, and no more; 
In Favour repreſent me to your:Soul, 
er all] And never ſuffer. Honour to controul, 


P/ / / ia A 


% * 


Think at your Feet the fond-Philander lies, 
With kind Reproaches, and with broken Sighs, . 
For cruel Silvia languiſhes and dies. 2 

1 av 4 0 Think, 
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4 Tove - Leiters. 

Think, when I'm dead, which vil affight you 
moſt, 

The Ghoſt of Honour, or Philander's Ghoſt. 


Few liud a whole Day, 
and yet no Letter from 


1 1 © 
5 sibvia. The loft Philander. 


2 22 


LzrTER II. 
To PHILANDER. 


H! — Philander, will you ks oe 
What ſhould remain eternally unknown 1 

With what regret it was I made you ſw 

That you'd my Honour to your Love 2 


8 nn 


| Blaſking confeſs, that when your 2 made, 


I then een wiſh'd I ſhould not be obey'd. \ 
I wiſh'd you'd ſtill purſu'd the impious Flame; 


- Left me undone, -and raving with my Shame. 


At your Departure I look'd o'er my Heart, 
To know with which I could the eaſieſt part. 


But every way like raging Seas was toſt, 


And Found myſelf inevitably loſt. 


Why, ye unpitying Gods, are we ordain'd 
The he rt Examples e er ſuch Plagues 


in'd? 
For 


3 


Vou are my Brother, and muſt ſo remain. 


Love- Letters. - 


For ſure fo criminal a Love before, 
No Brother ever to his Siſter bore. 
Alas, your fatal Induſtry's in vain; 


That Name whilit young was rooted in my Heart, 
There thriv'd and ſpread, and never will depart. 
The fragrant Roſe will not the Tulip bear, 
Nor Hyacinth the Stalk of Poppies wear: 
No more, Philander, can a mutual Flame 
Receive a Brother's and a Lover's Name. 
Since your Endeavours then are all in vain, 
Let us our native Innocence retain. 
Philander, uſe what Arguments you will, 
Do what you can, you are my Brother ſtill. 

But why, ye ſpiteful Deities above, 55 
D' you thus torment me with a Brother's Love? + 
Take either Titles from him, or from me 
A Life that's full of endleſs Miſery, 
For ſince your Laws will not allow Redreſs, 
Philander never can his Silvia bleſs. 


i 


Wedneſday Morning. 
MT QT Unfortunate Silvia. 


B3 Ler7sR 
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N d N N 4 III CUI 
LETTER III. 

To PHILANDER. 
H1S Morning, after I diſmiſt my Page, 
And while deceitful 'T'houghts my Mind} M 
engage, . ＋ 
- I walk'd attended in the ſilent Grove, Ci 


With a ſad ſoſt Opinion of your Love. 
Commanding then Melinda to withdraw, 


F 
Down on that verdant Bank myſelf I threw, L 
Where laſt I was accompany'd by you; 81 
Where ſtill the Prints of both of us are ſeen, V 
And ſtill have leſt Impreſſions on the Green. 1 
There, with remembrance of the Joys we paſt, N 

I took your Letter from my panting Breaſt ; 1 
I read and kiſs'd, then read and kiſs'd again, 
But oh ! who can expreſs th exceſſive Pain, f 
When I that fatal part of it perceive, | \ 
That you your Hand unto my Siſter gave. f 
My Soul a thouſand Agitations had, 
All inſupportable, all raving mad. 
On the cold Ground I threw my Boſom bare, 
Then riſing in a Rage, I tear my Hair, 1 \ 
a 
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That Face that is th' Occaſion of your Flame, 
Can hardly too eſcape from meeting with the ſame, 
My wretched Arms then o'er my Boſom preſt, 
To keep down riſing Sighs that rend my Breaſt. 
Swifily 1 traverſe thro' the conſcious Grove, 
With Looks erected up to Heav'n and Fove, 
No pitying God my vain Petition hears, 
They're all remorſeleſs to my ardent Prayers, 
Philander's married! oh ye Gods! I cry, 
The Youth for whom I languiſh, and I die. 
Married's enough to make me curſe my Fate, 
To whom, there's no occaſion to relate. 
Curs'd be each Charm you've flatter'd, and each 
Grace, | OY | 

For now they help my Ruin on apace. 
Like Flowers they now muſt die unſeen in ſhade, 
Since my Philander's to another weed. 
Wedded ! oh Torture ! oh Confufion ! Hell! 
Th Addition's needleſs, who'tis to, to tell. 
My Siſter's Name need never mention'd be 
He's marry'd, that's enough to ruin me. 

Tir'd out with Life, no Paſſport need but this, 
And 'tis enough, Ph:lander married is 
Yes, tis enough; more Silvia need not have, 
To lay her ever ſilent in the Grave. 


The wwretched and deſpairing 


Wedneſday-night, | | Silvia. 
Belfont. 
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LIT TER IV. 
To SILVIA. 


faithful Silvia, twice I ſent my Page, 
vice he return'd the Object of my Rage. 


| And reaſon too; for he no Letters had, 


Nor leaſt Remembrance from my fickle Maid. 
Diſorder'd thus, incapable of Reſt, © * ©. 
I laid me down to heal my tortur'd Breaſt. - 
The Torments of the Day i'th' Night increaſe, 
Far more than can the Languiſher expreſs. 
But the returning Light, as Morn aroſe, . 
Brought gently on its Wings a ſhort Repoſe. 
Thoſe pleaſing Slumbers interrupted were 
By = attoning Boy, who brought me here 
wo kind Epiſtles from my charming Fair. 


The Dreams he wak'd me from were free from 


- Fears, 
Pleaſant and ſoft, not troubled with Defpairs. 
All Love, all Life, and gave a looſe to Joys, 
Which rigid Honour cruelly denies. 


This way, my Silvia, thus you ſhall be mine, 


In ſpite of what the Tyrant ſhall enjoin. 


4 - 
a 9 
2 * 
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In Groves, in Grotto's, and in dark Alcoves, 
The Phantom flies, nor interrupts our Loves. 
'Fwas then, and there, methought my Silwia's 

Charms, | | 
With ſoft Reſiſtance yielded to my Arms. 
Her ſnowy Boſom heav'd with broken Sighs; _ 
I heard her whiſp'ring Voice, ſhe trembling cries, 
G er you the Heart ?---- Will you undo me ?---- 

1a o 

Oh will you ruin me, becauſe you may? 
My faithleſs, - my unkind — 
Then ſigh'd, and yielded up the Fort of Love, 
And made me happier than triumphant Fowe. 
"Twas but a Dream, I wak'd, the Vinun flies ;- 
But oh! your Letters gave ſubſtantial Joys 
Pardon, my Charmer, when I muſt allow, 
The great Diſorder in your Lines you ſhow, 


To be oecaſfion'd by Effects of Love; * 
Which Love in vain you ſtruggle to remove: 
In Love! my Soul, continue to go on, 


And never think you'll be by Love undone. 

Can he your Ruin or Misfortune prove, 

Has Youth, you ſay, to juſtify that Love? 

One that will love ſo conſtant and ſo true, 

One that lov'd firſt, and always will do ſa.” 

In our Creations, Fortune did ordain 
Silwia. to me, and Silvia to her Swain, 
And ſhall we, can we alter our Decree? 
No, my ſoft Charmer, that can never be. 
8 ; > Oun | 


10 Love- Leiters. 

Our Souls at firſt were touch'd with the ſam 
Flame, | | 

And had a Being e er our Bodies had a Frame 

Or is't undoing, oh thou lovely Fair, 

To let your kind, your bleſs'd Philander ſhare 

Thoſe exquiſite, thoſe everlaſting Joys, 

Which to ſome hated Obje& you muſt ſacrifice ? 

And muſt thoſe Treaſures, muſt thoſe Joys be had 

I'th' cold Embrace of a Conjugal Bed 

For all the Joys my Silvia can diſpenſe, 

How will a clumſey Husband recompenſe:? 

Sball a dull Husband, who'll thoſe Raptures call 

The Drgdgery of Life, and ſlight 'em all; 

Sball he receive em, whilſt Philander dies 

At -· thought of leaſt Poſſeſſion of the Joys? 

Oh Si] where lies the undoing then? 

My Quality's i'th' Rank of higheſt Men: 

My Youth is gay, fond, amorous, and true, 

My Soul all ſoft, all Love, all Silvias too. 
Fler I adore, I languiſh, and I die, 

Am ſick of Love, and Life, till ſhe comply. 

_ You ſay I'm married, there's th' unhappy Coal 

Where my Love muſt eternally be loſt. 

But I-deny't, nor think that it is ſo, : 

Alas! my Soul at firſt was form'd for you; 

Of ripen'd Judgment, and my ſacred Vows, 

Tis you alone, my Silvia, art the Spouſe. 

The reſt I've now repented, and forget, 

Like the raſh Follies haſty Youth commit ; 


yy 


Like 


all 


aſt 


ke 
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Like Oaths in Anger breath'd, which in their 
Birtn PR 

Die unregarded either of Heav'n or Earth 

Beſides, this fatal Wife, this Siſter too, 

This Gulph that's fix d between my Heav'n and 


. 

This me Mertilla that ſtill breeds ſuch Cares, 
Such fatal Difference in our ſoft Affairs, | 
Mertilla firſt *twas broke the Marriage-Vow, 
She ſaw Ceſario, and ſhe lov'd him too: 
Ceſario, who has ev'ry envy'd Grace, 
And ev'ry godlike Feature in his Face. 
Such Softnels in his Eyes, ſuch godlike Pow'r, 
And ev'ry Charm that Woman can adore. 
For univer{al* Conqueſt form'd by Fate, 
To be undone, who'd love him at a cheaper Rate? . 
She who'll not venture Fame and Marriage-tye, 
For young Ce/ario, merits not the Joy. 
] wiſh ſo much was to Philander due, 
Who'd run more Hazards of his Life for you, 
Than e'er that amorous Hero did ſuſtain, 
Mertilla's yielding eaſy Heart to gain 

He courted in as many Shapes as Fows, 
I ſaw, but ſtrove not to obſtruct his Love., 
I'd ſeen my Silvia, and I lov'd her too, 
Yet ſtill I ſtrictly kept my Marriage- Vow: 
Till even Time, and Place, and all agree, 
That this Mertilla firſt was falſe to me. 
Bleſt Certainty ! firſt broke my heavy Chain, 
And I with Joy careſs'd the royal Swain. : 

85 | Submit 


o "= 


: Purſues the Conqueror, and will own the Whore; 
That might be pardon'd, and would Pity move, 


| To leave Mertilla, and lay claim to you. 
| E than Prieſt and common Method FIR 
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Submit to ſhameful Freedom, ſince twill prove Mt 


Of great Aſſiſtance to my Sz/via's Love. 0 
Let the dull jealous Coxcomb fret in vain, 
And fight for what he never can regain; d 


Tis Nonſenſe, and I rate not Honour ſo: 
Becauſe h' has cuckold, ſhall he kill me too? 
T'd rather far Mertilla ſhould comply, 
*Tis gen'rous, and leſs Crime than languiſh he 
the Joy. 
For — Silvia I'd expoſe each part, 
I'd draw my Sword for her that has my Heart. 
But for a Wife]! that we for Int'reſt wed, 
And one who fears not to abuſe my Bed: 
Who kiſſes, fawns, and flatters to my Face, 


Thinks of my Rival in the loath'd Embrace. 


The Wife I love, that when the Action's o'er, 


The World would ſay, ſhe was undone by Love. 
Your poor diſſembling Tricks I plainly ſee, 
Mertilla, and they ne'er can pardon'd be. 
I now am left free to my S:/via's Flame, 
A Lover am, *without a Brather's Name. 

Thus, oh my beauteous and my lovely Fair, 
Pve ſent my inmoſt Thoughts on this Affair, 
And hope you'll think that Z have Reaſon too 


Marry myſelf by my eternal Vows, 


Irre 


A; 


ve 


i 
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it preſent there's no other way but this, 
o make me happy, and my Silvia bleſs. 


die to ſee you. Eternal happy Lover, and 
Philander. 


. 2 . EL 
LETTER V. 


To SILVIA. 


O ſooner, Silvia, I th? inclos'd had done, 
When News was brought, you was from 
Belfont gone. 
I then deferr'd to fend my Letters there, 
And with Impatience hop'd t' have ſeen you here. 
For oh! my lovely Silvia, I'm fo vain, ; 
To think my fancy'd Silence caus'd you Pain. 
But ſure my Silvia ſo well knows my Soul, 
She knows no Buſineſs can my Thoughts controul. 
I know they'll rather an Excuſe invent, 
And think't occafion'd by ſome Accident. 
No; ſhould the Nation fink, the City burn, 
Should all its Splendor into Aſhes turn, 
J Pd ſing of Si/via's Love, 


Yet unconcern Which 
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Which neither Time nor Fortune ſhall remove; T 
The vaſt Idea of my youthful Maid 01 
Is rooted in my Soul, and ne'er will fade. he 
Altho' th' Original ſhould loſe its Charms, fe: 
Render'd by me leſs blooming in my Arms. [or 
Yet in my Soul you ever will appear, Chi 


(Believe me, Silvia) glorious, young, and fair. ra 
Why, cruel Silvia, are my Joys delay'd, 
And why by your Commands thus wretched made: 
A tedious, melancholy Age 1s paſt, ” 

My fair Tormenter, ſince I ſaw you laſt ; 

Since I beheld the Nymph that 1 adore, 

Four tedious, live-long * are number'd o'er: 
Unreaſonable ! to think that I ſhould live, 

And ſuch a-cruel Abſence could ſurvive. 

But that I do, I find by weighty Cares, 

By painful Torments, Jealouſies, and Fears. 

Tho I i'th' Senate every Day appear, 

To give my Voice, my Thoughts are never there. 

My Soul, my ev'ry Thought, are Si/via's all, | 
On whoſe dear Name each Day, ten thouſand IR. 


22 


— 
— 
* 
1 


1 


times I call. . 8h 

My melancholy Change 1s evident, Bi 
And ev'ry one perceives my Diſcontent. * 
Our Party fear I ſhall their Cauſe betray, 0 
*Till by new Oaths I drive thoſe Fears, away. T 
New Arguments I uſe, their Doubts remove, 1 


Then they all ſmile, and ſay I am in Love. 

That they'd believe, but that they plainly ſee 

All Women are indifferent to me. 1 . 2 
1 Thus 
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Thus while I dare not venture to impart 

o any one the Secrets of my Heart, : 

he Flame burns inward, and torments me fo, 

fear my Silvia'll loſe her Love and Lover too: 

or thoſe few Charms ſhe ſaid I did enjoy, 

— his fatal Diſtance quickly will deſtroy. 

ur. rave to ſee you, and my Reaſon flies, 

Fill *ris reſtor'd again by Silvia's Eyes, 

ide t Belfont, where it is to be confeſt, 

ye often been (too innocently) bleſt ! 

There let me view the Goddeſs of the Grove, 

ho whilſt I gaze, ſhall gently ſigh for Love; 

and whilſt I touch her Hands, behold her Eyes 

To languiſh, and her Boſom fall and riſe 

ith ſhort, uncertain Breath, as ſoft as thoſe 

hat gently glide upon the new-blown Roſe. 

gut what Perfumes it yields his Pains to heal, 

hen't whiſpers out that Love it dares not tell ! 

re. | What Pow'r then held thee from my trembling * 
Arms, . 

nd I Rept me from rifling all thy beauteous Charms ? 

should ſuffer not Reſpect nor Awe to move, 
But follow all the Dictates of my Love. 
What is't a Love ſo vi'lent can detain? _ 
Oh ſacred Maid! admit me there again, 
That I may find what envious Deity 
Thus checks my Flame, and robs me of my Joy. 


ve ; 


: 


And 


_ 
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And yen may too by the ience find, 
Why to Philander you are ſo unkind. 
| Your impatient Adorer, 
3 Philander. 
My Page is ill, and I'm obliged | 
# truſt Brilliard avith theſe to the | 
dear Cottage of their Rendezyous 3 Z 
fend me your Opinion of his Fideli- 
ty; and ih! remember I die to ſee 
Jou. 


rr VI. 
To PHILANV DER 


N OT yet? -—not yet? when will the Time 


draw near, 

That from Philander J at laſt ſhall hear I 
Two tedious Days and reſtleſs Nights I've borne, 
Yet ftill am here, forgotten, and forlorn. 

Ye undiverting Hours, there is not one c 


That Eaſe affords,. I count,. and drag ye on, 
A heavy Load, and bleſs you when you're go. 
- ; « | ye 


der. 
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ve nothing now that can me entertain, 

My Couch is tireſom, and my Glaſs is vain, 

Dull are my Books, and ſtupid is Diſcourſe, 

hey' re inſupportable, and make me worſe. 

our 2 review, they bring no Eaſe, 

Nor BO, nor Grove, nor doing now can 

Oh ! ye juſt Gods! What Fate's reſerv'd for 
me ? | 5 

Thus I can't live, nor ſurely thus ſhall die. 

Let us, my Brother, wiſe and filent be, 

And ftrive Yexpel th'infeftious Malady. 

Let us, my Brother, let us here fit down, 


urſue the Crime of Love no further on. 


Call me your Siſter, ſwear that I am fo, 

No other Name but Sifter let me know. 

For oh! *twere happier that I never were, 

Than any Title but your Siſter bear. 

Brother's the Name I always will repeat, 

And that of Lover utterly forget. | 

Ha! a Fit of Vertue does controul, 

Alarms my Spirits, and informs my Soul, 
And bids me ask my charming Brother, why | 
He ſtill purſues a Maid that cannot fly? i 
Unkind ; why did you ſuch Advantage take 

Of Freedoms, given for my Siſter's ſake. | 
I ſmil'd, I play'd, and ſometimes kiſs'd you too, 
All which J thought a Siſter might allow. 

Suffer d your Hands to wander and to rove, 
Not conlcious of the Treachery of Love. Nat 
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None could the N have had, 
Except a Brother: I'm by that betray'd. 
I play'd away my Heart, which ſoon you won, 
Being all the while inſenſible *twas gone. 
I wonder'd at the Meaning, and the Cauſe, 
Of all my ſleepleſs Nights, and tedious Days ; 
I wonder'd at my ſlumbring Dreams of you, 
My Soul too fill'd with Wiſhes wholly new: 
All this I thought was to my Siſter due, 
Till Jealouſy diſcover'd *twas not ſo. 
For whilſt ſhe kiſs'd that Face that I adore, 
My Colour chang'd, was diſcompos'd all o'er. r. 
My Blood enrag'd, my Limbs all trembled too, fh 
And I could ſcarce forbear reproaching you. 10 
You ſometimes would perceive my great Concer, % 
Atwhich you'd ſmile ; you quickly can difcern Irn 
M hat ſecret Springs do my Diſorder move, 70 
(Curſe on the time) who 've been before in Love. Be 
Then wantonly you'd turn and play with me, 
When ſullen with my Jealouſy od fly g 
Yet as I fly, I wiſh you would purſue, 
And that was what you never fail'd to do. 
And there, as ſoon as the kind Quarrel's o'er, 
All Crimes were pardon'd, and thought on no 
more. 4 
And all this while my Siſter, void of Fears, 
Laugh'd, and made Sport at our deluſive Wars. 
Still I not gueſs'd, but ſtill was ignorant, 
Till a moſt fatal time inform'd me what it _ 
ul 


fo 
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hus was J loſt, and thus my Heart was won, 
and all my Stars aſſiſt my Ruin on. 

low of the fatal Conqueſt you are ſure, 

ou ſlight the Trifle, and will write no more. 
Nor with you, nor without you can be bleſs'd, 
Muſt either die, or yield to your Requeſt. 

* Silvia. 


* 


V Dorillus comes not with a Letter, or that my 
Page, whom I have ſent to his Cottage for one, 


r. ring it not, I cannot ſupport my Life; for oh! 
oo, MPhilander, I have a thouſand wild ee 
nowing how you are involved in the Intereſt you have 


dem, e/ouſed with the young Ceſario, how Danger ſur- 
ern thou you, how our Life and Gloty Fs, on the 
rail Secrecy of Villains and Rebels: O give me 
Jiave to fear eternally your Fame and Life, if nat 
Lowe. If Silvia could command, Philander 
ld be loyal as he's noble; and what generous 
Mind would not ſuſpe& his Vows to a Miſtreſs, who 
breaks em with his Prince and Maſter? Heaven 

„ [reſerve you and your Glory, a | 


LETTER 
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LETTER VII. 
To PHI LAND ER. I 
| hi 


Nother tedious Night does lowly move, oui 
Oh Heavens! and yet no Letter from my 0 
Love. . | \nd 
* What happy Place contains you from my ſight, p q 
If you're in Heav'n, I'll thither raiſe my Flight o! 
If here, why'll not ſome little God then bring 
The grateful Tidings on his painted Wing. I 
If tick, why then is not my Heart fick too, 
i 57 its Sympathy inform me ſo? | 
My Heart's all active, vigorous, and ſtrong, 
Wiſhing, impatient of Delays ſo long. 
If falſe, why will not that kind Tyrant Death, 
| 3 dead of night, and ſtop my Breath 
| t welcome Help to thoſe who're in Deſpair, 
And tole the diſmal Tidings in my Ear : 
Lay me for ever filent in the Duſt, +» 
Quite to the World, and my falſe Charmer loſt. 
But if you by a ſenſe of Honour move, 
And mine you will prefer before your Love: 
If of your Paſſion I no more muſt hear, 
I fear the Tryal's more than I can bear; 


— 


Ike 
A 


a 


Love. Leiters: == 

r is't a Fit, only a Trick to try, (OA 

l gueſs the Standard of my Paſſion by > © 

ſeaven knows, alas! I have no Guile or Art, 

or any double Meaning in my Heart ; 

Nature ſoft, by Love twas tender made, 

ke trembling Doves purfu'd, as much afraid, 

7 Alas! where will it end, but wou'd I were; 

Put =_ ſatisfied_in all my Fear; 

hilt-I'm in doubt, I never can have reſt, 

©, Doubt is the worſt Tormenter of my Breaft. 

a m Oh! my Philander, let me know your Will, 
Ind do not thus be cruel while you kill, 

ht, Þ quickly, let me quickly have a Line, 

1ght F'oknow that you're at all, or that you're mine, 

n e , 


Silvia; 


* 


LETTER VIII. 

To PHILAN DER 

\ S Ith' inclos'd was going to ſend to you, | 
Dorillas hither poſting came with two. 


or can Philander e er himſelf perſuade, 
Or lat reaſon h'has to call me fickle Maid. 


oft, 


Nor 


| 
. „5 
| 
| 
3 
N 
Y 
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Nor can you gueſs at the tormenting Pain, 
Twixt Love and cruel Honour I ſuitain; 
_ 'Tis not an Hour the Hand of Time has moy' 
Since I was all deſpairing, raging Love. 
But ſince your Letters have diipers'd thoſe Cares 
And given a little reſpite to my Fears ; 

Like a luxurious and ungrateful State, 

Rebel againſt the Power that made it great. 
The Traytor Honour heads the Mutineers, 
Honour, which late was famiſh'd by my Fears, 
Is now reviv'd ; by your proteſted Flame, 
Does War againſt almighty Love proclaim, 


I who but now nobly reſolv'd to love, pr 
Inconſtancy and Fears thoſe Thoughts remove. r 
So the deſpairing Man ſtands on the fide Inc 


; O'tti River's Bank, to plunge into the Tide. 
"Till coward Fears his tim'rous Soul ſurround, 
He views once more the flow'ry Plains around; 
Then ſighing ſtops, I was too raſh, does ſay, 
Forſakes the dangerous Shore, and haſtes away, 

Thus indiſcreet was I, was all for Love, 

Till glorious Honour did thoſe Thoughts remove 
I muit be brave, reſolve I will be fo; - | 
My Father can't forget, nor Siſter too ; 

Dun ou to Proſtitution e er ſeduce + 
fit'a Race of Heroes to 6.6 2M 

A Maid unſpotted, and of noble Blood : 

J hate you now; at leaft I wiſh I cou'd. | 

Td 


* 
N 
* * - — 


4 
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ell me, beguiling Charmer, tell me why, 
he Fault alone does in Mertilla lie, 4 
ind fay, will it be Vertue then in me. 
an I believe the Crime that made you part 
our Love, can make me Miſtreſs of your Heart ? 
0; if our Houſe by her's diſhonour'd been, 
yall my Actions it ſhall brighter ſhine ; 

or will Mertilla's Honour leſſen'd be, 
By falſe Opinion of your Jealouſy. 
he Prince perhaps Mertilla may purſue, 
s much in vain as Silvia is by you. | 
The envying buſy World talks loud I know; 
ut oh! if all that Babler ſays were true, 
pray what vertuous Lady is there fam'd ? 
Ir where a Husband but is Cuckold nam'd? 
Ind oh! how much would your e Flame 
ill our unhappy noble Houſe with Shame ! 


oy! 


ears, 


Ove. 


d, Whilſt you Merti//a's Honour do deſtroy, 

nd; In hopes by that you Silvia may enjoy; 

y, Four Paſſion for Mertilla was as great: 
way. The Oaths you make, and pay now at my feet, 


Ire but the faint, the feeble ecchoing o'er 
H what you ſigh'd and paid at her's before. 
ike Paris with your Prize you made eſcape, 
Four fond, your eager Paſſion made a Rape. 
O rather let me die than call to mind, 
hen he to any was, but Szluia kind. 

0h! let it not be poſſible to be, + 
le &er another graſp'd with Joy, but me. 
Te 


But 


_ Love-Lelters, 
But yet he did, with eager Tranſport mov'd, 

es uw the baſe, the falſe Mertilla lov'd. 

alſe-as ſhe is, but yet you lov'd her too, ö 
I know you did, and I will have it fo. f 
Ves, yes, beyond all Pardon falſe ſhe was, | 
Nor ſhall the Siſter in me plead her Cauſe. 
You've all the Beauty Heaven can beſtow, 
Exactly ſhap'd, art not too tall, nor low, 
And all that look upon you muſt admire, 
Feel everlaſting Wiſhes, ſoft Defire—=" 
But oh! when we behold your lovely Face 
With large black Eyes, plump Lips, and even 
race, 
WhiteTeeth; Complexion fine, abeauteousTurn 
Ye Gods!---who can behold it and not burn? 


And —— you ſpoke; whene' er you ſpoke of A 
ve Fa 
'Twould much beyond the young Ce/ario move. II. 
O falſe Mertilla, fooliſh and ingrate, I. 
To loſe your Love; ſhe does deſerve the Fate. Ive 
She was not worth retaining in your Mind, Pa 
Nor worthy of your Weapon to defend.— Pe 
But oh ! Philander, - her falſe to be, IB 
How, how does that entitle you to me ? In 
Falſe as ſhe is, yet ſtill you married are, Li 


No breach of Nuptial Tie can break the Snare 15 

When ſhe was born, ſure Fortune did deſign Bu 
The Ruin of us all but chiefly mine. 

The unfortunate 

Silvi ke: 
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LET TEN IX. 
To SILVIA. 


* ies Fair, my Soul's eternal Joy, 
How durſt you, knowing my fond Heart, 
to 
Such rigid Means, and what's the Reaſon now, 
© You will defend Mertilla's Virtue on; 2 
Ils it a Queſtion. if ſhe's falſe or no? 

: r Excuſe, your Love was never true, 
Falſe, charming Woman! I'm undone | 
ove. I muſt, you kckle and mconſtant Maid 

I (with —— burſt, and muſt u my 
ate. You're cruel, thus your Lover to #7 e. 2 

Falſeſt, and moſt malicious of your 

Perhaps theſe Tricks might ſerve a new Defire, 
e, [But damp the Eierceneſs of my ſettled Fire. 

In Siiwvia s Breaſt ſure no Neceit does lie, | 

in her Meaning muſt miſtaken be. 


gn Put deln her thy Thoughts, a0 hes my 'So u. 
nate ag — 1 5 2 C | WI Not 
Sint a He 
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Not in a Dream let her affright your Mind, & 
But forward. look. to. Pleaſures unconfin'd, 
And — 9 not to them, let S leave 

in 


Oh! lovely Silvia, ſince I ſaw you laſt, 5 
Remember that five tedious Days are paſt ; Ar 
Five Days, to one who loves to ſuch a Rage ＋ 

As your Philander, is a tedious Age. Te 
The =_ twice three has told, Br hard by Bw 
ig 


Will on my Charmer for an Anſwer wait; - 4 

By Ten, I hope I ſhall Permiſſion have, 

To lay down at your Feet your humble Slave. 
If you deſign this Bliſs, contrive it ſo, 

rome I 5 0 other ſee, but you: 

they Cala our Buſineſs to be Love, 
For that Diſcovery will our Ruin prove: 

Thus front my: Fair Iwill no lon tay fl 
My! Soul's impatient with | 
Longer to live without it, I've no Pow'r, 

I eav*ns.I die for the a Hour; 

ou Il Tay: when you beh . dying Eyes; 
_ Im to ==> aro become a Sacri = , 
5 8 you'll not comp 
To 812 Bleſſi — 7 — of ve Fear deny. 
Oh thol 2 but with the Thought o'th* Joy, 
IT haye/ Silhia in the dark; and — 

Yet me you ſhall ſecure by Oaths and 9 25 
Shall bind my buſy H or bis m 


- - 
. 
* a 
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Cypmand þ py Tongue, in, all hall have your 
If you'll but lat me hear your 8 Voice. 

Oh let me plead a little for my Love, 

And let me ftrive-your Terrors to remove; 
And tho that m 12805 Taſk can't me bleſt, 
Twill be a Satisfaction, at the! 

To know from whence do the Misfortanes flow, 
by Which I your wretched dp ay. . 


 T have ordered Brilliatd to await your 0 | 
at Dorillus's Cottage, that he may not be ſeen at 
, 1 3 | edi me Fg or 1 24 come | 


Ll 3! 
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Pe $6 X. 
TG PHILANDER. 


no? 230 75 


1 Table ar che Thoughts Ae Del 
Nor 


ow I,. how to grant what you require. 
et Tmäft own (and bluſhing own) my Breaſt, 
Will yield Obedience to your ſoft Requeſt. 
And whilſt y dur Letter read, e WAS, 
For an Apj 55 tent in a roper Place; | 


F 8 7 other you the reedem Fin, 00 I 


And bib kate & Liberty to « enter in 

"Tis difficult, and prejudicial tb, 

Without my Siſter to be ſeen with you. 
Male tHofe ſuſpect who are about me now, 

What none, except my Confident, ſhould know, 

Were't not for that, Nabe Brother, we 


For five long Days us ſeparate be. 
So hard you preſs ce my Doom, 
And whither Limite Pld, come. — 

Take this Di 1.4% owe Affair, : 

To th' Cottage of M 

Let none but Brilliard len you the 


He's one I think that may entruſted Sy 


Fhere wait till you receive Commands from — 


i 


gar” ne THO © = = by O > 2 


hy YE Ho Hd Lo ty hs et HOG 


is on your Strength that alt my Ho relies, 


In die before I will my Honour loſe. 
Iy Parents Virtues all ſhall thine in me. 


NOW, 
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\.T will retite, pretending to be in, 

To my Apartment; ſoon. Melinda I 

When Ev'ning does permit. admit my Tore 
In at the Garden- Gate that's next the Grove. 
But oh! thou powerful Charmer, have a care, 
] truſt you with Ke my.all; for oh! I fear | 
My Forces all have. not enough of Arms, 
To ſtand the Shock of your vaſt Beauties Charms. 
You've Charms to juſtify my yielding too, 
But that I would not for an Empire do. 
But what's dull Empire to.almighty Love, 
Which does too pow'rful for the Monarch prove? 


For I am quite diſarm'd by your fair Eyes 
What tho' Mertilla has diſgrac'd our Houſe, .. pe 


I will redeem. our injur'd Family, J , + ; 


And this I know, when J have paſs'd this Teſt, 
Can the Temptation ſtand of all the reſt. Iſ 
But this I 'muſt conjure you, if there's need, 

If languiſhing I look, incline your Aid; 

If but 4 Wiſh, there Elimmers in my Eyes, 

Or I betray Confent in gentle Sighs; 

Oh take not hold o'th' 8 


Leſt T grow raging mad, and all deſtroy. 
Who with ſuch odds would ſtand an Enemy, 
What hardy Fool would venture alt at Sea, 


That fees the riſin ng Storm come rolling on ? 
Who, but fond 


* would be thus undone 
C 3 'Tho' 


3 


? 
| 
} 
| 
f 
i 
: 
\ 
f 
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'Tho' I perceive, and do the Danger knaw, 
Altho' I fee. it, muſt permit it too; 
Love, ſoft, bewitching Love will have it ſo. 
Honour forbids, and while I quake for fear, 
I think't an Age 'till my Undoing's near. 
A thouſand times a-day theſe Thoughts moleſt, 
And raiſe a thouſand Conflicts in my Breaſt : 
One while a thouſand little Capids ſhew, 
And repreſent Philander to my View, 
With al the Charms they're able to beſtow, 
All ſoft, all lovely, all bewitching too. 
On bother hand, a Virgin that's undone, 
9 » to Shades and Fountains makes her 
Filling the ſilent Woods with diſmal Cries, 
+; Swelling the Brooks with Ries from her Eyes: 
Her Parents with a gen'rous Rage upbraid, 
Her Siſter Joading Earls on her Head, | 
All Looks about her ſeem forlorn and fad. | 
Oh! judge, my charming Brother, at th' Extent, 
The Vailneſs of my Love, which all this can't 
re vent. 1 | bes. | at 
This diſmal Proſpect never ſhall control, 
Nor ever drive Philender from gy S0. 


P 1 1 * A. : 1 
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„I LETTER XI. 
To SILVIA 


her 1 took my Horſe, to Be/font poſted ſtrait, 

I Tho! you, I knew, I ſhould not fee / till Eight. 
But yet 'twill wondrous Satisfaction prove, _ 
yes: To be ſo much the nearer to my Love. 


'Tis ſtill an Age e'er I can happy be. 
How many tedious Hours mult 1 languiſh here, 
ctent, Till Night permits me to behold my Pear. 
can I know my Silvia loves, and none but you 
Can tell the Torments that I undergo. 
A certain trembing Joy my Spirits ſeize ; 
Silvia alone can gueſs at m Diſeaſe. 
I | She ſurely loves, if there's in Beauty Truth, 
lia She loves Philander If chere's Fah N Youth : 


| The Hand of Time points nowthe Hour of Three, 


As ſhe's aboveaher duller Sex refin'd, 
More ſoft her Soul, more delicate her Mind, 
TI More elevate her Wits, ſo will ſhe prove 
Beyond the reſt more . of Love. 


4 


\ YO ſooner did your Letter reach my Hands, 
But I obey'd my Sz/wia's dear Commands. 


* 


n 
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If Paſſion in return ſhould Paſſion have, 
Sila is then indebted to her Slave. 
Judge then my Pains of Love, and my Deſires, 
And let your Preſence cool my raging Fires; 

Behind the Grove when Evening does appear, 

Imagine that you ſee Philander there. 

Talking to th' ſilent Trees of Silvia's Charms, 

And circling round my Heart my folded Arms, 

That beats the more, as it approaches near 

The happy Belſont, that contains my Fair. 

The feeble Trembler ſtrive to fortify, 
Left by the Power of her vaſt Charms I die. 

If ep in Silvia's Arms my Life I give, 

Tis better than without her here to live. 

O Oſend,-my Angel, ſomething while I'm here, 

That tedious: Hours may not fo long ar: 
Love me, and feel the Torments that I have, 

The ſooner. at your Feet, find your eternal Slave. 


2. = LG AM 


From Dorillus's Cottage, Philander. 


— 
* 


6G 
—F 


wed MH . „ A 4,00 ft df + wy 


* a 
1 i 4 ££ , 


IRI 


Some Leaves of Fern at bottom were between, 
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LETTER XII. 
To PHILA N DER. 


'VE juſt 3 Senſe, to tell you how 
I was in danger by the laſt from you; 

Lis true, Dorillus, with a prudent Thought. 
Had put it underneath ſome Fruit he brought, 
As judging that to be the ſafeſt Way, 
Yaur Lines without ſuſpicion to convey: 
My Mother, ſeeing the Fruit ſo fair — freſh / 
The Baſket took, and calling for a Diſh. ' / 
To put them out, he'd Opportunity), 
What at the Bottom lay to hint to me. 
Oh Heavens ! had Philander then but ſeen, 
What Fright and what. Confuſion I was in! 
What ſhould I do? Love no Invention bad, 
And all the Subtlety of Women fled... 
Ye Gods ] how. on a ſudden pale I'grew 
Left this unlucky Chance ſhould. all undo! | 

But not with Fears too much to rack your Mind, 
The Fruit pour'd out, the Letter ftay'd behind: 


Which by good F _— kept the Leiter in. » 
4 5 1 


| 34 Lode- Leliert. 
J took the Baſket, careleſs walk'd, until 
My Mother of the Fruit hed eat her fill, * 
And then retir d to my Apartment, where 
ning your Letter, finding you ſo near, 
as ſerz'd with ſomething new, loſt all my Pow'r, 
And certainly had fell down on the Floor, 
_ not Melinda, who alone _ Y, | 
hen ſhie perceiv'd me faint, e. 
At thou! Fur de ſuch a ſecret r OW 
My Sele fled, Life was departing too. 
Such the Effects of Love and Honour are, 
Such the impetuous Tides of Joy and Fear; 
That with lach uch vaſt Extreams come rolling on, 
Quite overwhelm me, and my Senſes drown. 
T was for ſome time before I could obtain 
Enough of Strength to read your Lines again, ? 
|My Mak of Blond was jar fri 2 bor” 
s of B Was W 

And in a Minute ſeveral times. in turn, 
Am froze with Ague, or with Fever burn. 
Oh! what do all theſe raging Fits portend ! 
py 7 will they bring me to, en 1 they 
I faint, the aſcleſs Paper 1 Heer, 
My guilty n 
O A-p Divinity aſſiſt me now=— ' | 
Yet fear I ſhall be angry if you do 
To you, Philander, oh ! my lovely Saint 
A thouſand Ar cro l to wen po uy 

: wo i jut 
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Twas theſe foft Arts did Silvia firſt undo. 
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But oh! in mixing they themſelves inthrall, 
Nor Love, nor Art, can e' er deſcrihs em all. 
Sometimes with utmoſt Tranſport ſtrive to tell, 
The Joys that I at your Arrival feel; > 
That I ſhall hear you panting at my Feet, 
When you your ſoft, your tender Vows repeat, 
With all the Paſſion of impatient Love, 
With all that Tears and Eloquence can move, 
With all the Rhetorick of broken Sighs, 
1 Fountains from thoſe lovely 
1 80 7 
Sure that's enough to conquer any where, 
To which dull, vulgar Words but ſtupid are, 
The Rhetorick of Love of theſe are made, 
How much, alas too, do all theſe perſuade! 
And how do they not charm and conquer too! 


No Arts of peaking ſurely ever cou'd $ 
Have 8 away my Heart, tho you talk'd like: 
aA * ..— wh 

What is't I ſay, and whither am I drove? 
Twas not my purpoſe now to talk of Love 
Begin to talk of what Diſcourſe you will, 
My Soul yet ſonnds to Love, there ends it ſtill; 
Inſenſibly its Byals is inclin'd, 
For my Philander's ever in my Mind. 
When I began, I did not think to ſpeak 
What I have ſaid, to ſhew you I'm fo weak; 
But with what Honour, Courage, Virtue too, 
'Tis I am arm'd with, to receive you nw. 
3 ; Cs : My; 
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My lovely Brother offer what you pleaſe, _ 

Love ſure was never made to ruin theſe. 
Yet I a private Aſſignation give, 

Shall you alone, and in the dark receive, 

Where Night, where Silence, and where Shades 
conſpire, 

To raiſe your Paſſion, and excite Defire ; 
Whilſt Heaven knows, I've none of theſe my 
. 8 
Nor one kind Pow'r that will Aſſiſtance lend; 

I ſhall be left expos'd to theſe and you, 

No other Guard but Virtue in my view. 

And which indeed had need be wond'rous great, 
So many pow'rful Rivals to defeat. * 
Its Strength, alas! as yet, I ſcarcely know, 
This the firſt Time twas e' er expos d to you, 
For I by ſtealth you ne'er receiv'd before, 
Nor put myſelf unguarded in your Po- r: 
And O I ſhall with Apprehenſion die, 

Of the approaching Danger that's ſo nigh, 
And yet I have no Pow't to turn away, 
For Love compels me, and I muſt obey. 
The ſmiling Flatt'rer ſhews a thouſand Loves, 


That ſeem as harmleſs as his Mother's Doves, 


They bill and kiſs, a thouſand things they do, 
All which I muſt forbid Philander now, 
For I with Sighs have often heard him ſay, 
He with the Tyrant could not bear to play; 


.My very Touches I have ſeen. him fly, 


| 75 ' 
Yet ſwear they were on Earth the greateſt Joy; p 


* 
* 


des 


eat, 


I tempt him with my Looks from Virtue's Laws, 
And when'T cry he's cold, and afk the:Cauſe; 
He ſays: his Blood runs hotter in his-Veins,..- 

He feels ſuch Fires as no one elſe ſuſtains ; 


Nor have the Joys h'has reap'd in Marriage-Bed, 


At all abated, or its Fury laid. 
Thus, thus whole Days we fat, we gaze, we ſigh, 
Yet durſt not Vertue with fond Dalliance try. 
Madam the Dutcheſs is to Belſont come, 
And I muſt quit with much Regret my Room: 
I'm better now employ'd, had rather ſtay, 
But Love ſometimes muſt to Deworr give way- © 
Dorillus waits, and tells Melinda too, oo 
He'll not depart without a Line to you. 5 
And oh! my charming Brother, you've an Art 
That Softneſs can to Salvages impart, _ 
A Way to Gentleneſs, can Mildneſs move, 
A Tongue can give the rough unthinking Love. 
And O till Night'twill be a tedious Day,  * 
How ſhall I paſs the heavy Hours away. 


Silvia. 
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LerTzR XIII. Br 
To SIL TA. 
NAY, whither am 1 brought, fond Lore, „N 
thee ? E:. 


Who from the Hurries of the Town am free, 
Where "gh of Courts on am'rous Thoughts in 
... ,m 
But now am-hlefs'd with charming Solitude; 
I'm come to 5 Abodes, thou chus'ſt to dwell, 
With rural Swains, in ſhady, homely Cell. 
Thou 2 brought me where all gay, all pleaſan 
eems, N 
To Groves of Flowers, to Brink of /purlingſ 
. - Streams; 

There thou haſt laid me down, to think away 
The tedious Hours that meaſure out the Day: 
With all the ſofteſt Thoughts you can inſpire, 
Where all I ſee and hear increaſe my Fire, 
The gentle Wind around me ſoftly blows, 
Mixing itſelf among the bending Boughs ; 
They, like a tender Maid, at firſt ſeem coy, 
Reſiſt by turns, and do by turns . 


bl 
IF 
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That rudely does its ſpring - dreſs d Love embrace, 
And like a raviſh'd — on apace; 
Whilſt Love on bending Bows by Birds is made, 
Inceſſantly they love, and duller Man upbraid ;-- 
Man, Lord of all! is it not pity he 


 WFth' greateſt Joy of Life ſhould ſtinted be? 

Among& th' Inhabitants of Streams and Groves, 
No rigid Honour contradiéts their Loves, 
Delights, 


o Parents checking there their dear 
o ſlaxiſh Ties, or Matrimonial Rites, - 

No Spies, their Aſſignations to moleſt, * 

Each free receives his Lover in his Neſt; 

e, Petween the Pair no Ceremonies prove, 

ts in But only meeting, look, and like, and love; 
Embrace with op'ning Bills and wingy Arms, 
his 3s their Courtſhip, thus each other charans ; 
heir am rous Complement is only this. 

\; introductive to their following Bliſs ss 
hile ſcanted Man, with all his Eloquence, 
Muſt labour on with Hazard, and Expence, 

\ tedious term of Years, with Care and Pain ; 
hen too, perhaps, his Sighs and Tears are vain. 


Sc 


„ b 


vay rell me, ye fleecy Herds, do.you thus ſigh, 
y : Wait 0 Your Ewes till Shades! of Night are 
re, nig #7 ; 


No, no; for you are far more bleſo d than Man, 
ns and fetter'd up with Honour's 
ain. FT #2 | 
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Dove-Letters. 
My — * Maid, thus were my Thoughts em 
f 0 Datet 1300 , 
e I Doriltu; with your Letter fpy'd; 
- With much ado he brought it me, he aid, 
That there had like t' ave been Diſcovery mal 
I were undone, if any Accident 
The ſeeing you to-night ſhould me prevent. 
With fear of Diſappointment raving lie, 
And tho for you A thouſand Deaths I'd die, 
Prevent: my ſuffering; Silvia, if you can, 
M' impatient Heart will not itſelf contain, 
Till I am nearer to your lovely Charms, 
| Behold. em with my Eyes, enfold 'em in nl 
Arms.— 
: put me not off with fooliſh Honour now, 
Found out to jilt Mankind; for if you do, 
By Heavens, then III all Reſpec remove, 
Forts to your Preſence with 'my raging Love, 
Own'you are mine, and raviſt my Delight, | 
All Belfont's Walls ſha'n't keep you from my fight] « 
Nay, Silvia, nay, perſuade me not, 'for- you ba 
Will make me „then find th' Effects on't 
Pardon my frantick Love, my ſaered Maid. 
T 1 and walk 'd, and thboghri or What I 
«And found it was too bold, too rude; too mac 
My ſoſt, my tender Silvia to approacg. 
I'm now as huſh as ſecret Sighs appear, 
1 calm as thy bewitching Smiles, my Fair. 
P/ 


” 
* 
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d rather die than offer to offend, 0 
ut wih my Fate you'd to me hither ſend; 
Vhile I expect it on this moſſy Bed, 

here I repoſe my Limbs, and reſtleſs Head: 
Vhich Place I' would not for an Empire give, 
Since here the News the ſooneſt may arrive, 
ind here in face of Heaven ſend my Vows; 
ll not abuſe the Freedom Siibia ſhows. 
My boundleſs Love to Honour's Rules ſhall land, 
or you, my Fair, ſhall with a Frown command, 
hall cover up my longing Eyes in Bands, 
ind pinion too my buy, roving Hands : 
ike a tame Captive at your Feet ſhall have, 
Cour faithful, conſtant, and adoring Slave, 


. 1 Philander 


Nd Nr NWG. 


aid. l LETTER XIV. : 
much To PHILANDER 


Pproach you Queen of Night, aid our De- 

ſign, 
Pole a bri q ird from all E es but mine. 
* er 8 vel y * 
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With Ceremony tir'd, to th God of Day 

I panting lie, and blame his tedious Stay; 

Thou Deity deſcend to Thetis' Arms, 

That I may then enjoy Ph:i/ander's Charms, 

Favour'd by thee, O ſacred, ſilent Night, 

The Sun and I muſt revel in Delight. 

See, ice, th! inamour'd Sun haſtes on apace, 

That he his lovely Miſtreſs may embrace; 

Advance, my Goddeſs, Confident, and Guide, 

My Tranſports, Tremblings, ſoft Canfuſions hide 
A thouſand things I've done to caſe the Day, 


But nothing can, all's dull when you're away. ¶ di 
The ſolitary Shades that us'd relieve, dy 1 
Afflict me more, no Satisfaction give; tis 
But then at laſt I to my Pen repair, 1 


For whilſt I write, methinks that you are here. The 
This ſort of Converſe my Soul never tires, 
But yet to know it right, it Looks requires, Dor 
Rhetorick in Looks and ſilent Touches dwell, Pay, 
In ſoeret Sighs, which all things. elſe excel, he 
The Accent in the Sound of Words too brings Pay, 
A ſoft and meaning Senſe to little things, 
Which of themſelves ef trivial Value are, 


* Off ſhew what their own Meaning will not bear- 
I would infer, the Story of the Heart, 

By Preſence only tis we can impart. . nd 

You underſtand what 'tis I mean, I'm ſure, ne 

Which t all, but to a Lover, ſeems obſcure; h. 


You, who have Notions of true Love ſo well, Ne 


a Knpw more than I can on that Subject tell: | ou 
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If in deſcribing of the Soul Im weak, - 
hen you can help me out- Philander ſpeak ; | 
ill you not anſwer me ?—But where art thou? 
I neither touch, nor ſee, nor hear thee too, 
\nd when I ruſh with port on apace, 
is only 1080 Shadow I embrace. 
| hy com'ſt thou not? and why ſo cautious tao ? 
o wait the Night that haſtens on fo ſlow ? 
O why, cold Lover, do you thus delay? 
ut I grow wild, and know not what I fay ; 
' a thouſand Follies Love betrays me on ; 
die with ſhame, but yet muſt be undone 
yy my own Weakneſs, by your Charms, or how, 
t is no matter, for tis deſtin'd ſo. © 
Two tedious Hours of Love there now are paſt, 
ere. ho you're ſo near, ſince I receiv'd your laſt. 
That are you doing? are you not unkind? - 
Don't Sibi lie neglected in your Mind? 
I, Ray, ſay, thou lovely Charmer ſay, does not 
The Buſineſs of the State make Siluin be forgot 3 
rs Pay, is not Silvia baniſh'd from your Heart, 
To let that baughty Tyrant have a Part ? 
hilanger ! oh 1 more than fear ſhe is. 
ar- hen 1 look forward on qur coming Bliſs, - 
hen e'er the Thoughts of Honour I remove, 
ndulge myſelf to give a looſe to Love, 
never in that pleaſing Way run far, 
That Thought till puts a Stop to my Career, 
„ Loe a prophetick Fear, which if proves true, 
Four entring in the League will both undo. 8 
es, 


24 Tove: Letters. 
Yes, my dear Lord, my fearful Soul prefag's 
Some dire Event, from what you have engag'd. C 


Your Reaſoning can't above my Senſes prove, Iris 
For inconfiſtent's the Deſign with Love; or 


For Love, Ambition, and Revenge, can nc'er IC. 
Have all together in ane Soul a Share; 
can at leaſt have but a flender Part, 
When Blood and Reve ge (miſcalld Glory) rule 
"the Heart. 4 ” 1 z of \\ — 3.80 ; | 
This Notion, as I ſpeak, gains greater Pow'r,. 
The more I think on't, ddes increaſe the more; yy, 
While full of it, pray give me leave to lay | 
Before you, Reaſons Love and J think fit to ſayjh 


- Philander, what you've hitherto enjoy'd, |, 
And what I've out of Modeſty deny'd, 7 


Pre Reaſon ſtill to fear from what you've gain d, I 1 

By ſome Event the reſt may be obtain d; 

Some time the Thief may rob me of it too, 1 
Boch Fame and Virtue too Love laughs at now ; hn 
My Dear, unhappy State bing thus, I may 

In fome unlucky Hour give all away 

In ſome bewiechitng Moment yield my Charms, 

Without Reſiſtance, to Philander's Arms; 

If fo then, where is my Security, © 

If by the Victor J abandow'd be?.. 

Tis not your Vows I can rely upon, 

Tho' I believe em, yet ſhall be undone, 

Tho'you ſhould keep'em, I believe you will, 

You can't ſecure the dear Proteſtor, ſtill vl 

1 $60 M7 ee nr wh 
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e is enough; yet you eſpouſe 


4 our Marriage | 
I Cauſe that's more del ructive to Repoſe ; = 
is fr co tell bow fatal it will Fre 


Per when you're here, we talk of nought but Love. 
Conſider, you are nobly born; poſſeſs ” 
The Smiles of F ortune, even to 5 5 ; 
You've all the Brav'ry that Mankind adore, 
it, Courage, Beauty, Youth 3 What wou'd you 
more? - | 5 
(hat, is 3 it, O1 my lovely Bitter, 2 
bat is there more than theſe you can attain? 
ſt Glory ? miſtaken Youth ! your Name 
that is blaſted,” and your honeſt Fame * 
le future Ages. bated will ET... a 
oy mytor's the worſt of. Titles you can bear. 


_ has qr; od, our ace een 
8 S. I Rs FE +, . op 
oinjure-you,: r even Rag” 3 

Vho 6p Ae i ee * AO” | 
hat Orphan wrong' d,. or. Widoy' 5 Tears as. 
ſpis' d:? 

his Life a Miracle 88 ww _ 
1 good, all g racious, 3 rer b. 
bis godlike ing's a $ Sor ce deſigi d. oo L 
och rivate Pique of few ambitious' Minds 75 
nd whoſe Pretence is for the. Publick 45 3s 5 
n has he's by Rebe s doom'd'to loſe his B * 
my Murder!“ at's abhor'd by th' meaneſt oy, 9 


v.00 murder one unarm'd! 0 barbarous undrave! 
* "What 


1 1 JL is 


rms, 


I 
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What Wretch can there be found, when thath 


done, 
That after dates the Helliſh Deed to own? 
Tis plain, tis great, tis glorious to believe, 
What, if you'll think, you will ourſelf conceive, 
'That th e "whe re Traytors, } urd' rers, and re- 8 


bel, 

Are's far from Glory as is Heav'n from Hell ? 
Is it to add more Thoufands to your Plc, | 
Teenlarge your Fortunes b another $ 15 

Ist for more Titles? w. ou enjo 
More than you have? but that of ales. 
That's of more Value, Luſtre, and more Good, 
Than Crowns to gain by Treaſon and by Blood. 

Or if it is to make Ce/ario King, 
If tis at Monarchy that ok def 
Why then this gracious King will you OY own? 
8 wha ſo was born, by Niture holds his Crown ; 
| By Rig ight of Law, by Right of heavenly Powers, = 

** fe 


* preſerv'd büßt, and confirm'd _ 1 


Would y you deſtroy? and would: you diſpoſſeſs 
This Gift; this real Good which we polls 
Would you' turn out a King of his Deſerts; - 

To put in one without Right, Law, or P Parts? 
One who himſelf ne'ex fignaliz'd---ſcarce known, 
Nor for the Nation one good Act has done: 
Philander, O you may believe this Rule, 
Nothing is ſo untuly as a Fool; . 


Phi 
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*}lander, then decline him, early too, 
For you cand all the reſt ought ſo to do: 
Remember then Mertilla, ceaſe r adorn 
— his Head, who yours did una- 
ON — ws 2 
hink, think of his, thou . Vouth, 
Look in thy Heart, and tell thyſelf the Truth ; 
many Reaſons: more than thefe can ive, 
ut what comes firſt, I beg you would receive: 
Th' Aſſociation I perceive will be 
I'W eternal Ruin of yourſelf and me. 
you ſucceed, or not, we're. both undone, 
ou Silvia, or Ceſario, muſt difown: 
d- Eee and Ambition can't at once intend, 
There one begins, the other muſt have end: 
heſe are my Thoughts, without them you; 
convince,” . 
For you can det with godlike Eloquence, * 
> PndwhiltT hear, take all for won@rons Senſe. Y 
ers two Hours time I ſhall expect my Love, 


Sans 


T_T ready at the Garden Grove. 
; 1 | ” | n, ee, 
19 4 221 
87 : . \7 0 . | 1 Silvia; 
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Larezz XV. 
Gd 'To SILVIA. 


OW comes it, Silvia, that » Kill'd you 
prove 
In State-Afﬀairs, -whoſe Tongue was form'd fo 
Love? _ 
And when I gave away my Soul, tis true, 
I truſted what concern d my Life with you. 
| gen'rous Heart lov'd at no leſſer rate, 
n into S:i/via's Power fe my Fate. 
Fis glorious Ruin; and 'twil pleaſe x me too, 
1 t does the Love I bear to 5 Se ſhew, 
For thoſe we love ſhould ev'ry Secret know. 
A Treaſon tis in Love, to hide a part 
From thoſe we've. made a Preſent of our Heart. 
Thoſe who don't love like me, may be ſo bold, 
me me cauſe I have the Secret told, 
e Story Lovers ſhall peruſe, 
Il bleſs me, and f 2: Men excuſe, 
„ admir'd Example ſhew, 
ing Lovers to purſue: - 
0 Auf *) 
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And what is meant by Women's Weakneſs too, 
Is.ſure an Errof, were they all like you; 
& If they your Wit, your Courage do retain, 
They certainly were fit to rule, and reign 3 
And Man was born robuſt and ſtrong alone, 
Them to ſecure, in ſafety on their Throne; 
Altho' he boaſts of his Prerogative, 
Obedience to their Sex muſt always give. 
My Share of Empire, I ye Gods reſign, 
And in the room, let mighty Love be mine. 
Oh let me labour fill, and-toil to gain, 
But let the lovely, charming Silvia reign. 
Led at her Chariot-Wheels, I atk no more, 
To gaze, and fill the Conquerefs adore, 
] long the Victor of my Soul to ſee, | 
Adorn'd with Scepters which were won by me; 
To fee. her ſmile on the adoring Crown, 
T'have Princes wait, and feat of her Frown. 
Methinks I ſee the Virgin in this State, 
A Province deals to this, a Coronet to that 
Methinks I ſee the Chariot ſlowly move, 
The thronging Multitude expreis their Love; 
art, || She dreſs'd like Venus, richly, gay, and looſe, 
old, fl The Dying Winds a thouſand Charms expoſe. 
| Thus looked the Goddeſs, thus the Chariot drove, 
When miſty C;ouds conceald imperial Toe, 
euſe And ſo would look my ſoft, my levely XIaid, 
Such Thoughts as theſe t'Ambition'tis perfuade. 
For me, by every Pow'r of Love I fwear,, 
An By all thoſe Pow'rs that mw thee wondidus ſafr, 
; That 
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That I no other Enterpriſe deſign, 
'Than that you ſhould above all others ſhine: 
The Malice of thy Sex ſhalt be above, 
Who ne'er can ſhew ſuch Flights of gen'rous Love: 
| No, Silvia, to retreat is all in vain, 
If we ſucceed, twill endleſs Glory gain. 
| But if we fail, tis infamous and baſe; 
| The World of all things judges by Succeſs. 
If I retire, muſt many Hazards run, 
If forward I proceed, I run but one ;--- 
The firſt alarms with Jealouſy and Fear 
The whole Cabal, who ſoon Revenge 15 
They're Perſons who great Senſe and Courage 
have, 4 ; 
Will take ſome private way, themſelves to fave; 
_T*endeavour by Diſcov'ry to ſecure | 
My Life, ignoble are the Means, and poor. | 
But oh my lovely Maid ! in going on, 
When theſe three Kingdoms lie without a Crown, 1 
When to the raging Croud expos'd they be, f 
Who knows not, but the Chance may fall to me? 
If, as it muſt, by th' longeſt Sword be done, [ 
Why may not mine then be that lucky one? 
For Right, than me, Ceſario has no more; 1 


WO 


Thoſe eaſy Fools that now pretend t adore, 80 
Make him a Tool to cover their Deceit, T 
Becauſe he has not Senſe to find the Cheat. E 

Can anyone believe they wiſh'd him good, Fi 


To make him act gainſt common Gratitude ? | Bt 
| - *Gainſt 
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Gainſt Laws of Nature, and Religion tod, 
The worſt of Criminals the Nations know ! 9 
Can he imagine (who ne er did us good, * 
Unleſs in Cuckoldom *tis underſtood) )) 

That we would venture for his ſake our Blood ? 
That we would pull our rightful Monarch down; 
And then ſet up his Batak in his room ? i 
Cefario's by his Intereſt undone; 4 
It Nature ſhocks, to think the F ather's Throne { | 
Should be indanger d by a Rebel Son. 

And when the Time ſhall come too, he ſhall find, 
Mertilla's Ruin's recent in my Mind. 

e Let him hope oti---ſo'll I---a thouſand may 
Yet I ſet out, and tart as fair as they. 

; When ev'ry Fool is aiming at a Crown,  _. 
And when among the waiting Croud' tis thrown; 
Twere ſtupid Dulneſs then to ſhut one's Eyes, 

| And not effort to catch it as it flies: 

n, | And tho the Weight proves more than I can bearz 
As any of the reſt I ſtand as fair.— 

e! My ſenſe is this, of what does you ſurpriſe: 
1 fall, but I may higher riſe: 

ove gave Ambition, therefore urge no more, 
Th Effects divert not of your wond'rous Pow'r, 
Still let them grow, what they'll produce let's lee, 
Th' Advantage certainly will S:/via's be. 75 
But now no more: how comes my Love ſo dull; 
For all theſe Reaſons Silvia can controul. 
But one ſoft Hour with Silvia to enjoy, 
inſt Will foon convince, and all . ſaid deftroy ; 


D 2 Believe 


ze Love-Letters. 


Believe me*twill, for I will facrifice 
My Life, my all! to lovely Si Eyes. 


. | (My eternal Pleaſare) 


47 
ien 5 Dur Philander. 
'T bawe no longer Patience, I muſt be coming to- 
avards the Grove, though "twill do me no good, more 
than knowing I am fo much nearer. my adorable 
Creature. 7 ES. 
I conjure-you. burn this Writing ; in haſte, I have 
not counterfeited my Hand. 


K EEL 1 
LETTER XVI. 
..To.S TL Fd 
Writ in a Pair of Tablets. © 
T Wait the Orders of my charming Love, 
Now in the Meadow that's behind the Grove. 
i ſaw Dorinda with ſome Cowſlips there, 


Deſign'd her Preſent to my lovely Fair. 
Suck 


* 


ing of the ſlonu- acid Minutes; Eight aui 


And jealous am, of all you have beſide. 
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Such Gifts as them to Szvia all are va, 
From her, their Goddeſs, they their Odours gain. 
Þ ſtill make uſe of ev'ry time I meet, 7 
To tell you what I ever ſhall repeat. 

How much I love; and here I waiting ſtand, 
Impatient for my lovely Maid's Command, 

Till I grow old, here waiting could I ſtay, | 
And never die till I with Age decay; (. | 
Now I'm ſo near, Love comes from ev'ry Part, | 
And for the bleſs'd Encounter haſtes my Hearty | 
Till the poor Victim preſſing Weight endures, | 
Yau know it, for it is, and will be always, yours, 


POSTSCEIPT.. 


Remember, my Adorable, tis now Seven a-Clack, | 

I have my. Watch in my Hand, waiting, and lt. 

Nane ar- 

rive, I hope, and then tis dark enough to hide me + 

Think where I am, and who I am, waiting near 
Silvia, and her Philander. 


think, my charming Angel, you've a Key, 
With which theſe Tablets ſent may open'd be: 
If not, they eaſily are broke in two, 

And here I wait to have a Line from you. 
You'd like t have been diſcover'd, tell me how; 
Perhaps of Service it may prove to know. 

Each Moment I would have on me employ'd,, 
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LETTER XVII. 
To PHILANDER. 


HE — 8 I've receiv'd, and Heav'n can 
| tell, 

For Lovers can't, except they lov'd ſo well) 

At 3 Approach, what Tremblings ſeize my 


eart, 

With Joy and Fear, I ev'ry Moment ſtart. 
In my Af t Rows of Flow'rs I've laid, 

Which ſeems preparing for the Nuptial Bed. 

I find 1 fondly ſhall myſelf undo, 

Without you've more than mortal Care, I know, 
This Night ſome fatal Miſchief will enſue ; 
As yet I know not, which tis will befall, 
The Loſs of you, Life, Honour, or elſe all. 
If we're ſurpriz d, Death is at leaſt our Share; 
And tho' at Belfont, you're at home when there : 
Yet when you come by ſtealth, then if our Sire 
Should find his Son and Daughter fo retire, ©. 


What Vows, or what Evaſions can aſſnage, 
The juſt Revenge ofgnjur'd Parents Rage? 
What can appeaſe Mertilla's Jentoufy ? 


Oh 


She who's your Wife, and Sitter too to me. 
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rove, 
Which is, alas, but one ſhort Day in Love: 

| Oh eager Youth! by th' Way could you not bait, 

\ And not have hurried on to th' laſt Retreat? 
You're irrecov'rable, and paſt retrieve, _ 
Now there is no Redemption, but the Grave. 

y | Tho? then for you Mertilla was moſt fit, 

| JI only to divert with childiſh Wit; 

Oh, why could you not in my Face behold, 
Omg that might theſe Conqueſts have fore- 
e 45 

| T' engage your Heart did there no Charms ap- 


That could. revent that fatal Marriage Snare? 
You. ſay, when we were born, my lovely Brother, 
That Heav'n deftin'd us for one another; 5 
Why did not Fate preſerve you for my Arms? | 

> 2 And do the Work when firſt you ſaw my Charms? 

| Why rave I thus, why make this fruitleſs Moan ? Þ 
And why call on the Time that's paſt and gone? 
Which will not yield a Minute that is lown. Y: 
Ten glorious Years of Youth you did beſtow, 
On one, wha never half its Value knew; 
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For Sli was alone ordain -d by Fate, 
MNlade capable by Love to ſet the Rate - 
| Why ſhould on any Breaft that Face eer lie, 
That knew not at each Touch to pant and figh ? 
| Oh, why were thoſe dear Arms, whole ſoft m- 
| / - 
Where: e er they ck raviſh, ev'ry Place, 
Deſtin'd for one, ſo cold, fo ſtupid 1 
Who never yet their Bleſlings ever knew. 
| She lets thee paſs, as unconcern'd does ſhew, 
As if there were no Miracles in view; 
| The little Gods of Love ſhe don't perceive, 
J That play, and in thy Eyes their Dwelling have; 
| =” She plays not with thy Hair, nor does ſhe ſet 
i 


wh Her ſnowy Fingers in thy Curls of Jet; 
The dull white Coxcomb ſhe'd as much eſteem, 
The W! in flaxen Whig had been to her the 
;* -— ſame. 
> = me, thou charmidg Object of i my Vows, 
What twas that drove thee to thoſe Nuptial 
rr 
Had rigid Parents forc'd her in thy Arms, 
Or for baſe Lucre thou admir'd her Charms, 
"Thy youthful Crime then ſome Excuſe bes 
, have, 
For either of thoſe two T could forgive. 


* 


But oh ! 'twas Love, Philander, raving Love! 
Which did more like a __ __ rriage 


1 


prove, 


2 1 Fuße a. a. 


IL nhat ev'ry Thought, which only us'd to vex, 
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In haſte Philander, with his Victim flies, 
Mad to poſleſs, you ſtole th' unloving Prize; 
You lov'd her, yes, you're falſe and perjur'd too 


Lov'd her 


Hell and Confufion on the World! 'twas fo, 
Philander ! oh, I'm loſ | 


This Letter was found in pieces torn 

SD e eee 
Lzrrzs XVIII. 

To PHILANDER. 


H! my Philander, I muſt needs confeſs, , - 
That now my Love's ariv'd to that excels, | 


Creates a Rage, unuſual to my Sex, 
Or-any thing indeed, but mighty Love, 
Which ſerves again the Tempeſt to remove; 


But like the anger'd Sea, when Winds are Bos 
They pant, and heave, and keep their 


otion 
IONS: * | 


So my Heart beats with ſenſible Remains, 
And the late Tempeſt of my Mind retaing 
The Preſence of Philander may appeaſe, 
There's nothing elſe that can my Torments eaſe. 

E- D 5 That 


* 
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That Thought too brings with it a thouſand Fears, 


But they'll all vaniſh, toon as he appears. 

No more, till he is gone, their Shapes will wear, 

Then bring him here, and ſet me bove all Care. 

The Sight of him will all my Frights remove, 

And ev'ry Thought, but thoſe of tender Love; 

Haſte then, thou charming Object of my Joys, 

And new Deſires, haſte to my Soul, my Arms, 
my Eyes—— | 

But oh I be careful there, let not an eaſy Maid, 


That truſts thee with her Treaſure, be betray'd-- 


Tis almoſt dark, my Parents too are gone; 


In my Apartment J am left alone. 

Tve ſent a Key which Si via got me made, 
You the Back-ffairs *twill to my Chamber lead, 
The Door is ſafely lock'd, the former Key 
Being guarded by my Father's. Jealouſy : 


That way I beg 3 the ſame 
That you have often to Mertilla came. 


O damn that Thought, what makes it torture me? 
That for Philander ſhall exchanged be, f 
'Th' Advantages that will from thence be giv'n, 
Will be as great as bartering Hell for Heav'n. 


Haſte, but there's no need; Love his Wings will 


lend, 
You, who his whole Artillery command, 
The put em on, and t' wards your Silvia fly, 
Who thought of thy Approach does fainting lie. 


Silvia. 


To 
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To Monſieur the Count 522 
My Loa p, 


Heſe Pieces of Paper, which I have put to- 
gether, were writ by my Lady, to have 


been ſent by Dorinda, when on a ſudden ſhe' roſe 


in a rage from her Scat, firſt the Papers tore, and 


next, her Robes and Hair, and nothing indeed 


has eſcap'd the Violence of her Paſſion; nor 
could my Tears or Prayers retrieve them or calm 
her; at laſt it is however chang'd to mighty 
Paſſions of Weeping, in which E r | Wh 
have left her on her Repoſe, being ordered away. 

I thought it my Duty to give your Lordſhip this 
Account, and to ſend the Pieces of Paper, that 


your Lordſhip may gueſs at the reaſon of the ſud - 


den Storm which ever riſes in that fatal Quarter 3 
but in putting them together, I was very near 
being ſurpriz d by my Lady's Father, for my Lord 


the Count having, for ſome time ſollicited me for 


Favours, and making uſe of all Opportunities of 
entertaining me, found me in my Chamber alone, 


,employ'd.in ſerving your Lordſhip; I had only 
"Time 40 hide 3 rid of him, 


having 


—nn— 


— 
7 = 


having given him an Aſſignation to-night in the 
:Garden-Grove, there to give him the hearing of 
what he has to propoſe to me. Pray Heaven all 


"Things go right to your Lordſhip's Wiſh this E- 


vening, for to-day many ominous things have 
happened. Madam the Counteſs had like to have 
taken a Letter writ to your Lordſhip to-day; for 
the Dutcheſs of coming to pay her a Vit, 
came on a ſudden with her into my Lady's Apart- 
ment, and ſurpriz'd her writing in her Dreſling. 
Room, hardly. giving her time to ſlip the Paper 
into her Comb-Box. The firſt Ceremonies be- 
ing over, as Madam the Dutcheſs does not uſe 
much, ſhe began to commend my Lady's PDreſ- 
ſing- Plate, and taking up the Box, and looking 
into it, ſaw the Letter, and laughing, cry'd, Oh, 
have I found you making Love! At which my 
Lady, with an infinite Confuſion, would have 


_ . retrieved it—— But the Dutcheſs ſtill keeping 


her hold, cry'd-— Nay, I'm reſolv'd Fll fee in 
what manner you write to a Lover, and whether 
your Heart is tender or cruel; at which ſhe be- 
gan to read aloud, my Lady bluſhed, and chang- 
ed Colour a hundred times in a Minute; I almoſt 
dead with fear; Madam the Counteſs in infinite 
'Amazement ; my Lady interrupting every Word 
read by the Dutcheſs by Intreaties and Prayers, 
which ſerved” to heighten her. Curioſity, being 
airy and young, —— not the Indecency to 
which ſhe preferred her Curioſity, who laughing, 
n " | cry'd, 


0 
1 
= 


2 


2 


382 . „ XÞ wad CI... * 


f 


F222 


Tove Letters. br 


ery'd, ſhe was reſolved to read it out, and find 


the Conſtitution of her Heart; when my Lady, 
whoſe Wit never fail'd her, cry'd, 1 beg you, 
Madam, let us have ſo much- Complaiſance for 
Melinda to ask her Conſent in this Aﬀair, and 
then I ſhall be pleaſed that you ſhould ſee what 
Love I can make upon occaſion; I- took the 
Hint, and cry'd with a real Confuſion, — I im- 
plore you, Madam, not to diſcover my Weakneſs 
to Madam the Dutcheſs, I would not for the 
World-——be thought to love ſo paſſionately as 
your Ladyſhip, in favour of Alexis, has cauſed 
me to profeſs, under the Name of Si/via to Phi- 

lander. This gave my Lady Encouragement, who 

began to ſay x thouſand pretty things of Alexis, 

Dorillas's Son, and my Lover, as your Lordſhip 

knows, and who is indeed no inconſiderable For- 

tune, for a Maid, only by your Lordſhip's Bounty 

enriched. After this, my Lady took the Letter, 

and all being reſolved it ſhould be read, ſhe did 
it herſelf, and turned it ſo prettily into burleſque 

Love, by her way of reading it, that Madam the 

Duteheſs laugh'd extreamly, who cry'd to my 
Lady at the end of it, Well, Madam, I 
am ſure you have not*a Heart wholly inſenſible 
of Love, that could ſo well expreſs it for another. 
Thus they rallied on, 'till careful of the Repoſe 
of my Lover, the Dutcheſs urged the Letter might 
be immediately ſent away, at which my Lady 


folding it up, writ, For the conſtant Alexis, on the 
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outſide: I took it, and deſir d leave to retire to 
take a Copy of it with my own-kand ;- they per- 
mitted me, and after I had ſealed it, carried it 
to Derillus, who waited for it; and wondering to 
find his Son's Name on it, cry'd— Miſtreſs Me. 
linda, I am afraid you have miſtook my preſent 
Buſineſs, I wait for a Letter from my Lady to 
my Lord, and here you give me one from your 
ſelf to my Son Alexis; T-own "twill be very wel- 
— to — — L had ** at * — mw 
lige my than my Son. I laughing reply'd, 
he was under a Miſtake, that Alanis 2 
2 other _ my Lord, which extreamly 
pleaſed the good Man, who thought it a good 
Omen for -his Son, and ſo — 7 — z 
every body was ſo except the Counteſs, who fan- 
cied more in it than my Lady's inditing for me. 
And after. Madam the Dutcheſs was gone, ſhe went 
ruminating and penſive to her Chamber, and! 
am ſure ſnie will not depart from thence to-night, 
and poſſibly will ſet Spies in every Corner; tis 
good at leaſt to fear the worſt, that we may pre- 
vent all things that would hinder this Night's Aſ- 
ſignation. I will wait on your, Lordſhip as ſoon 
as the Coaſt is clear, and be your Conductor, and 
am ready in all things elſe to ſhew myſelf, 
Silvia has Or- My Lord, 
ert to wait on Your Lorqſbip s moſt humble, 
Ann as all is clear. " Melinda 


— 
— 
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H! Melinda! what have you told me] ſtay 

me with an immediate Account of the 
Calmneſs and Recovery of my adorable, weep- 
ing Silvia, or Belfont I ſhall enter with my Sword. 


drawn, bearing down all before me, till I make 


my way to my lovely Mourner: Oh Gods! Si/- 


via in a Rage! Silvia in any Paſſion but that of 


Love! I cannot bear it, no, by Heaven J can't; 
ſome Outrage I ſhall do, either on myſelf, or at 
Belfont. Oh, thou dear Advocate of my tender- 
eſt Wiſhes, thou Confidant of my -never-dyin 

Flame, thou kind, adminiftring Maid, 155. 
ſome Relief to my breaking Heart. ——Hafte, 
haſte, and tell me, Silvia is calm, that her bright. 
Eyes ſparkle with Smiles; if they languiſh, fay,. 
'tis with Love, with expecting Joys, that her dear 
Hands are employed no more in Exerciſes too 


rough and unbecoming their native Softneſs. 


e eternal Powers! Tearing perhaps her divine 
Jair, brighter than the Sun's refleQing Beams, 
injuring the heavenly Beauty of her. Face and 
Boſom, the Win and Joy of all Mankind _ 


. 
; 
; 
: 
N 
] 
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look upon her. Oh! charm her with Prayei 
and Tears, her dear Fingers ſtop from the rude 
Affaults, bind her fair tarde: repeat Philan:r 

to her, tell her he's fainting with the News of 
her Outrage and Unkindneſs on her lovely ſelf; 
and tell her too, I die adoring her; tell her, | 
rave, I curſe, I tear myſelf.— for ſo I do; tell 
her, that I will into Violence break, that ſhall 

. ſet all Be/font in a Flame: but for my Care off 

her, Heaven and Earth ſhould not prevent me— 

No, they ſhould not—But her leaſt Frown ſhall b 

tame, ſtill me, and make me a calm Coward: 

Say this, ſay any thing to charm. her Rage and 
| Tears. OI am mad, ſtark raving mad, and 
| ready to run on that frantick Buſineſs, I die to 

8 kink her guilty of; tell her, how*twould grieve 

her to ſee me ſtorm and mangled, to fee that 

_Haar ſhe loves, by Rage ruffled and diminiſhed, 

.. violated by my inſupportable Grief, myſelf be. 
reſt of all Senſe, but that of Love, but that of A. 
deocration for my charming, cruel, Inſenſible, who 

witie every Thought, with every Imagination i: 
| _ poſſeſſed that can make me unhappy, borne away 
F  _ with every Fancy that Is in, disfavour of the 
Fo _ wretched P}:lander. Oh Melinda! write imme 
; diately, if you don't, you will behold me enter 
a a molt deplorable Objeat J 
When yours I received, I fell into ſo violent 
- Paſſion, that -I forced myſelf back to Dori llu © 
| Houſe, leſt my Tranſports: ſhould have. hurri 
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de me to Bulfout, where I ſhould have all undone: 
er But as no where I can reſt, I am now again re- 
of turning to the u where 1 1 expect Fr 
if; Aid, or die 


From Dorillus 5 Cottage, - 
bs N _ fg ee 


CO CEA KO NED 
rr XIX. S 


WE nie #4 i 
Charming SIL 71. ; 


1 TH many” a cnn; Heart, and a . 
2 
And wiſhful L i." tow'rds Belfont caſt my Eye, 
To Dorillus's Farm I'm come; on Bed 
For two long Hours I without Life was laid; 
Till Love and Rage broke thro? wy great Con- 
cern, I» + 
Burſt in Complaints, both ſoft and mad by turn; : 
lent | Such as my Soul ne'er hetetofore poſſeſt, _- 
11 Or ever fete d a frantick Lover's Breaſt.—- + 
urric Ah Silvia! by me then what was not faid.? 
n ts all T curs'd, except my charming Maid 5 | 
S>—: 
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Ye envying Powers! what is't that you deſign ? 
She, trembling Victim, offer'd at my Shrine; 
And then and there fancied myſelf to be 
Happier than a triumphing Deity: 5 
But when Pdid the great Fatigues remove, 
The live-long Sieges, and the Toils.of Love; 
Vanquiſh'd that mighty Phantom of the Fair, 
(The Giant Honour) with the Train of Fear; I» 
The Hoſt of Womens Reas'ning made to fly, | / 
| Paſt all the Bounds of peeviſh Mode . 0 
N nothing block d my way, gave all they 
out, ; „ I. 1 
And nothing ſtopp'd my glorious Purſuit : V 
N 
T 


Juſt then, with Over-Joy ! inglorious Fate! 
ainting to fall before the op'ning Gate; 
Unable to receive the yielding Prize, 
That ready under me, n lies. 
Oh Silvia ! ſure ſome Demon was 1 
And. thus maliciquſly my Vigour ſeiz d 
What God, thus envious of my mighty Joy, 
Made me the Object of his Railler ; 
Thus ſuddenly to ſnatch from me the Pow'r, 
That ne'er till then had ever fail'd before. 
Heavens! how then I lay, and ſighing ſtrove, 
Unable to complain, in Extaſy of Love; 
Unactive as old Age, my mad Deſire, 
As if I long had paſt the youthful Fire. — 
Say, O thou wond'rous, perfect Creature, ſay, 
Where was it that the hidden Witchcraft ay, 
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1? | Oh! lovely Sikvia's Charms are ſo divine, 
They never can with human Pleaſures join; 
They chang'd my Fire to awful Adoration, 
And all my Heat to rev'rend Contemplation... ' 
But that is Nonſenſe all, twas ſomet ing more, 
That gave me Rage, Deſpair, and ſeiz d my 
T, Power: 
r; [Twas no Devotion, Impotence alone, 
„ And I'm by ſome enchanted Spell undone. 
Oh! what will S:/via of my Paſſion fay ? 
| theft Would ſhe could but believe, as ſure ſhe may, $ 
I thro' Exceſs of Paſſion loſt my Way. | 
What, Silvia, bing arriv'd to th* Joys of Love, 
Which the Reward of all my Suff rings prove, 
Then to lie gazing only, and no more, | 
And dull and feebly unconcern'd adore. _| 
Shame on my Youth, let me Old-Age put on, 
For that has ſome Excuſe, but Youth has none: 
Tis Dulneſs all, inſenfible, and cold, 
Where ſhall I hide me when this Story's told? 
That he who never was in Love controuPd, 
Ne'er baulk*d the homely Young, or am'rous Old. 
et when he had extended in his Arms 
he longing Silvia, yielding up her Charms ! 
et when the lovely Maid defenceleſs lay, 
| e wanted Pow'r to ſeize the trembling Prey— 
— From preſent Madneſs, O preſerve me, Heav'n! 
ve thought on all might have Occafion giv'n ; 
ach little-Circumftane reflected on, 


ght cauſe this Coldneſs, but can fix on nes e 
> is. | 
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Tis true, I had ſome Tremblings in my Heart, 
Which then I thought improper to impart : | 
© I faw, as I was coming to my Love, C 

A Man approach from out the Garden Grove, R 

Who ſeem'd like me moſt cautiouſly to move. V 
Th' Appointment call'd to mind, Melinda ſaid, 
That ſhe that Ev'ning with the Count had made, IM 
And ſo it prov'd, for in a gentle Tone, N 
I heard him his Melinda call upon; W 
At which I haſten'd with a ſwifter Pace, Ice 

And unperceiv'd I reach'd th' appointed Place: ÞM 

Howe'er on your Account I was afraid, Ne 

But Fears were vanquiſh'd by my charming Le 

. | | : ſ My 
Whom I beheld on Bed of Roſes laid; T} 
In Garments, by their looſe and wanton Air, Flo 
If poſſible, - would make more Charms appear: DB fa 
Strait on my Knees I fell, and could not move, No 


Unable was to ſpeak with Joy and Love: h 
My Lips I prefs'd to th” Rubies of my Fair, el 
My. eager Kiſſes found no Motion there: \I 


- I fear'd you fainted, and a ſudden Fright. 00 
Exchang'd my Fever to an Ague-Fit 3 
But was recover'd by a Sigh from you, er 
Vou preſs'd my Hand, and rais'd my Fires ane er 
And from that ſoft Conducter of my Wiſhes, 
I raviſh'd by degrees a thouſand Bliſſes: hi 

Between your tempting K ifles you would cry, Ind 
Oh my Phi/ander, do no Injury; --- + 


— 
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ro the Jaſt Joys of Love don't preſs me on, --- . 


Oh have a Care, or ever 7'nFundone;--- © 
> EReftrain your roving Hands, what is't you do? 
Whither, Philander, would they wandring go ?-- 
d, | Thus with a thouſand Cautions more than theſe, 
de, What you deſign to calm you higher raiſe; 
Not all the Vows you bad me call to mind, 
Would not avail to have my Flame confin'd; _ 
Could not reftrain my wild and headſtrong Fire, 
ce: My raving, raging, but my ſoft Deſire. 
No, feeble Fleſh and Blood make vain Alarms, 
go find Reſiſtance *gainft ſo many Charms; 
| ly Flame I bore, you made me {wear again, 
Till the vaſt Pleaſure e en became a Pain: 
ir, To add, I faw what not conceal'd would lie, 
ar: Na- my Fair as much enflam'd as I; 3 
ove, Nor could ſhe hide the e with all her Care, © 
hey in each Look, and ev'ry Word appear; 
er trembling Tangue, her interrupting Sighs, 
\ Languiſhment unuſual to her Eyes, 
Do all betray, the Secret open ſhows, 
ind contradicted all her little Vows : +. 
er ſnowy Breaſt with double Breathings roſe 
s aneſler Hands that graip'd me, trembled as they | 
ies, e, ere ten gs 
bile ſhe permitted mine, unknown, to rove, 
cry, Ind traverie all the Beauties of my Love: 
| y Soul to Joy being wholly giv'n o'er, 
aguite forgot what J had faintly ſwore; 


n 
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By 
Phi 
Or Faith to fix on natural Accident; 


Nor would we, Silvia; thus have parted been, 
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With eager Paſſion ruſh'd upon her ſtrait, / 


Who fainting lay beneath my uſeleſs Weights II 


For on a ſudden all my Pow'r was gone, 

Like Lightning thro' m' infeebled Veins it run. 
Not the dear Beauty that I preſs'd, the Charms 

Of that fair Face, the Claſps of thoſe ſoft Arms 

Nor the bewitching Accent of her Voice, 

That murmur'd Love, half ſmother'd in her Sighs, 

Nor all my Love, my vaſt, my mighty Pain, 

Could call my wandring Vigour back again ; 
Oh no, the more I {aw and look'd upon, 

The more I touch'd, the more I was undone.--- 
Oh pity me, my lovely Maid, forget, 

Forgive the Faults you did alone create; 

Contider, when expos'd is ev'ry Charm, 

Who can againſt ſuch mighty Forces arm? 

N wonder if a Sacrifice 5 lie, 

A ſhameful Sacrifice to th' Deity. 

Conſider how I lov'd, and how admir'd, 


At ev'ry tender 'Touch how much was fir'd, 
or Delay conſum'd, and was expir'd. 

oſophy to make this out I want, 

But this, my charming Silvia, I am ſure; 

Had I lov'd lefs, I had been happy more: 


On Terms that's ſo diſgraceful to your Swain: 
Mega not for th' Noiſe was at your Chamber 
oor, : 
Which wak'd you from the T 
W 
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And me from the moſt ſilent Agony, 
That e' er poſſeſs d a Heart with diſappointed Joy, 
Oh Heav'ns! to have my Silvia at my Feet, 
. Favour'd by ſilent Night, and ſafe Retreat 
z rhen, then; ye envying Powers, to tamely lis 
s + [And ſhow my Paſſion only with a Sigh ; 
\s if ſhe had me with that Favour bleſs'd, 
hs. (Alone, by ſtealth, all languiſhing, undreſs'd; 
Fit for the mighty Buſineſs of the Night, 
To hear me prate, tell what a pretty Sight 
The Moon it was to ſee, and how ſhe ſhows, 
-- Fer ſhining Luſtre thro' the dancing Boughs, 
D damn my harden'd Dalneſs—but no more; 
\t th' thought I fire, and Madneſs am all o'er 4 
long to know by th' Noiſe that then was made, 
Vhether, my lovely Silvia, we're betray'd ; 
ut that it was not fo, ftill hope I may, 
y'n Event which happen'd at my going away; 
or fear that then we ſhould have been ſurpriz'd, 
ſoon was in Melinda's Cloaths diſguis'd ; 
nd thus attir'd, I werit with much ado 
way, but left-my Heart behind with you; 
nd in my Paſſage having no one ſeen, 
was reſolv'd to go to you again. 
midſt theſe Thoughts I ſaw a Man, who ſtron 
o overtake me e er I reach'd the Grove: 
ow'rds which with eager Haſte I thither went, 
Yr his perceiving me could not prevent: 
it juſt at th* Entrance of the 'Thicket, he, 
ad be turning ſhort, ſecur'd his Hold of me. 
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I then perceiv d it was the Count, who ſaid, 
| Melinda, joz're an honourable Maid— 
2 Come, come, retire with me into the Grove, 
1 Where I will give a Preſent to my Love; 
Which is of more Advantage, you ſhall ſee, 
Dan your Alexis, though he younger be. 
I, quite confounded, knew not what to ſay, 
Leſt he diſcover me, and all betray ; 
Which Silence gave him leiſure to go on, 
And in the following Manner it was done: 
 » What, not a Word? or are you then content, 
That I ſhould take your Silence for Conſent : 
If fo; my pretty Creature, let's improve, 
* Nor loſe a Moment of this Hour of Love. 
At this he did advance, my Hand he preſs'd, 
Which ſeveral times he amorouſly kiſs'd.. 
udge, O thou lovely! Fair! judge then; 
n what Condition was Phi/ander in!! 
In ſuch a Caſe, what could Philaggger.do ? 
I'd diſappointed him if I ſhould go, 
Worſe than I was but juſt before with you. 

I neither knew either to go. or ſtay, - | _ 
By ſtaying fear d that I ſhould all betray— 
He pull'd me, I held back myſelf r excuſe; 

He cry d, Tou came not. hither to refuſe. | 
Sweetning my Voice, Ito him whiſp'ring ſaid, 
Saſtly, pray Sir, conſider, I'm a Maid. 

I would not for the World it ſhould be known: 
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What I ſhall take ſhall newer come to light, © 

Not to Alexis on thy Wedding- Night : | 
Come, thou fweet Creature, come along with me: 
Hear'os! d'ye think a Miſtreſs I will be! 
Wauld'ſt be a Chernbim ? then, as before, 

Sir, I would have you know, I am no Whore: 

V, but that's what thou quickly may'ſ?, my Dear, 
For I have got the Tools about me here. 

No ſooner the old Count the laſt had ſpoke, -. 
When I had lik'd in open Laughter broke. - 
Next then he enter'd in a graver Grace, 

This fooliſh Talks not proper for this Place 

Believe, Melinda, 1 will always prove, 

Hereafter, ever generous to my Love. 

| With that a Purſe of fifty Guineas he 

Put in one Hand, in'tother what muſt nameleſs 
be. 5 | | 

The Preſents gave, I venture to believe, 

Were worthy both Melinda to receive: 


I tudying was a Parting to procure, 
And ſoftly cry'd, Sir, are we ſafe, you're ſures 
Pray ftep, Sir, towards the Garden-Door and fee, 04 
Ir, for the World I'd not diſcover'd be. _ 
Nor J, fays he: However (whiſperd I) 
. ee that my Fear may nt interrupt our Fey. 
aid, YWith that he goes o'th' Errand he was fent. 
thro' the Grove into the Meadow went. 
wn : FAnd left to range the Grove th' expecting Swain, 
ny ho ſeeks to find his ws 1 Nymph in vain 1 


* 
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I doubt *twill heavy on Melinda ſit; 
Tue ſent the Gold to do as ſhe thinks fit, 
To keep, or to reſtore; but let it be, 
As ſhe can with the angry Count agree. | 
The Caſe I thought was proper you ſhould 
know, | SP 
That you might fence Melinda from the Blow. 
She underſtanding all 'twixt us was done, 
May order't ſo, that nothing may be known: 
J know, my charming Silvia's lively Wit, 
-Can find enough Excuſes for her Flight. 
'To tell th' Adventure'I-not here intend, 
But let you know on what my Life depends, 
| Which 1s, in the Permiſſion of my Fair, 
'$ To wait again th' enſuing Night on her: 
Let me have no Excuſe, for it I have, 
£4 I'll end my Life where I the News receive; 
PIl ſay no more, impatiently I wait 
The Refolutions of Philauder s Fate. = 


Pbilander. 


*Tis Six a Clack, and yet my Eyes have not clos d 
themſelves to ſleep. Alexis and Brilliard give me 
hopes 7 a kind Return to this, and have brought 
their Flute and Violin ta charm me into a Slumber : 
if Silvia loves, as I am, ſure ſhe does, foe will 
vate me with a dear Cinfent to ſee me; if not, J 
only wake to ſleep for ever. 
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LETTER XX. 


75 


_ To my Fair CHARMRR. 


HEN I th' enclos d had ſeal'd, a Letter 


came, 
Sign'd at the Bottom with Cæſario's Name; 
I've ſent it here, you ſee how you command, 


And how I light the mighty things in hand, 


When ſet in Competition with my Fair, 


When I'm in hopes her charming Tongue 10 


+ hear; | 
. Go Moment's Joy like that, to me is more 
'Than a whole Age of dull imperial Pow'r : 
Let the unguarded Rout themſelves deſtroy, 
The Cauſe, for me, ſhall quite neglected lie. 
J ask no more, ye ſacred Pow'rs above, 
Give me but Silvia, Silvia and Love; 


To which the Trifles of the World but ſeem 


To thoſe, but poor and little in eſteem : - 
If this you knew, you would em all defy, 
For ever live in ſilent Shades with me. 


On 
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Oh Silvia! what haſt thou this Night to give, 
That can thy poor, thy humble Swain relieve; 


Phi lander.. 


Sees 


be the Count of —-— 


My Deas, 


LL allow you to be very fond of ſo much 
Beauty, as the World muſt acknowledge a- 
orns the lovely Silvia, and I'Il permit Love to 


rival me in your Heart, but not out- rival me in 


Glory: To the Advance of that then, haſte, my 
Dear, make no Delay, but with the Morning?s 
Dawn-let me find you in my Arms, where I - 
Have ſomething to relate to you that will ſurprize 
you. Laft Night you was expected i. 
It behoves you to give no Umbrage to Perſons, 


' Whoſe Intereſt renders them enough jealous. We 


have two new Advancers come in of Youth and 
Money, teach them not Negligence ; be careful ; 
let nothing hinder you from king Horſe imme- 


diately, as you value the Fortune and Repoſe of, 


' My Dear, 
Dur — 


— 
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J called laſt Night n you, and your Page fol- 


lowing me to my Coach, whiſper'd me. — I had 
any carneſt Bufineſs with you, he knexw where to 
ind you; 1 ſoon imagined where, and bid him call 
within ai Hour for this, and bid bim fot immedi- 
ately, tho dark, Fas SE 


M 
LrrzR XXI. 
To P HILAN DER. 


EZ HAT have I done? where ſhall I hide 

| my Fate? 

For you have ruin'd my eternal Peace; 

Curſe on my Faee, which does my Ruin prove, 

Debauch'd my Virtue, and taught you to love: 

Curſe on my Youth, my Shape, my Air, my 
Hands, | 


And ev'ry Charm that me twards Love com- 


mands; | 

But thoſe of my Philander, they are ſuch, 

My furious Paſſion dares not to reproach. 

They're ſacred all, and Madneſs them muſt ſpare, 

And ſhould'it thou ſee me now, with ruffled Hair, 

My Eyes bedewing ev'ry Word that's here, 

When for each Letter 1 let fall a Tear: | 
E z Then 


* 
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Then (preſs'd with Thought) ſtarting I drop my 
Pen, : | 

My Garments tear, and fall to rave again ; 

My Breaſt I wound, not wound it as I ought, 
Which when I do propoſe, Love ſtays the 
Thought. | | 
Wild as it is, the Conqueror does controul, 

With Whiſp'ring ſhews Philander to my Soul. 

That dear Name calms to Eaſineſs again, 
Ftake my Pen, and ſilently complain; 

You'd ſay I'm mad, to ſee my Paſſionschange. 
Madneſs itſelf no Motions has fo ſtrange ;j— 


I m calm again; I'd aſk thee mildly too, 


Can you poſſeſs a Maid with Madneſs ſo, 
Who art thyſelf ſo ſoft, ſerene, and good, 
The moſt divine, e'er join'd with human Blood, -- 
Thy Words from off thy Tongue ſo gently move, 
A Voice fo raviſhing, ſo full of Love, * 
Frenzy twould charm, twould d iſſipate- all Fear, 
Wildneſs itſelf would liſt' ning ſtand to hear; 
Serenity ſo ſweet there's in thy Face, 
Such Innocence, and ev' ry ok ning Grace, 
Sould deſart Salvages but gaze on thee, 
They'd loſe their Wildneſs, and would gentle be: 
Moſt certainly this godlike Pow'r you have, 
Why me alone doſt make unſeemly rave; 
Altho' of Madneſs I am thus poſſeſs'd, 
Of my ſad Story this is but the leaſt. — 
J. ne'er again mult ſee thy lovely Face, 
For if I do, ſhall burſt with the Diſgrace. 


PR 
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y T'your deluding Vows believe no more, | 
Nor all the charming perjur'd Oaths you ſwore. 
Oh Heav'ns! what is't I've done! and yet IL. 
ſwear, | | | 
e By Heav'ns, to ask my Soul J ſcarcely dare, 
Unleſs that fatal Minute would impart 
Means to revenge my fond, betraying Heart. 
Diſmal Deſpair and Madneſs ſeize me quite, 
Darkneſs and Horror hide me from all Sight— 
After this Eaſineſs, to open lay 
| My Honour, and my Virgin Thoughts betray 
O! 75 and Death! — my unknown, ſhameful 
ires, ; | | 
Unbluſhing Folly, and my new Deſires. 
Either to wiſh or ſhew. Defire, is ſuch ” 
„ Asin in Virtue as deſerves Reproach: — 
e, lat is not all which I have done, but more, c 


For, void of Shame, I yielded to your Pow'r-- 
ir, By Heav'ns! the Thought no longer PFll endure. ) 9 
Tis more than Rage that animates my Mind. 
Some Spell that makes me to Repentance blind: 
This 'tis perplexes me, and makes me know, 
My Honour does but as a Phantom ſhow, 
e: | Now I could curſe my Love and Youth again, 
But when I've done, I find it is in vain. 
When I conſider thee, I can't decline, | 
All my Reſolves weigh not one Hair of thine ; 
The more I ſtrive, the more it is in vain, 3 
The charming Cauſe for ever will remain ; g 
£ j E 4 Philander's * | 
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Philander's ſtill as lovely as before, 

In vain it is to ſtrive againſt his Pow'r: 

From my fond Heart, I muſt remove him thence, 

Baniſn him my Eyes and every Senſe; 

By Heav'ns! the Weight is more than [I can bear, 

nd TI but fee him, and his Voice but hear, 
Strait am I ſeiz'd with an unknown Deſire, 

If I but touch him, I am all on fire: 

On theſe, and not my Youth, I muſt exclaim, 

"Tis they debauch, and bring my Soul to ſhame-- 

I ſtrive all ways, and put it off I'd fain, 

But ſtill I find thi Aggreſſor I remain; 

Or elſe, why is not ev'ry Maid undone, 

That does but touch you, or you look upon 

Tell me, O my Philander, tell me why, | 

Thou'rt waolly innocent, the Fault's in me.— 

Were F lefs ſenſible of what I love, 

I then ſhould much more dully happy prove. 

Your Charms ſo faſt are rooted in my Breaſt, 


That they for ever have betray'd my Reſt: 


But I will ſoan lay the Betrayer ſafe, 

That it ſhall plead no more in thy Behalf, 

2 Diſperſe the Joys it has in ev'ry Vein, 

That it ſhall never kindle there again, i 

In ipitz of all the Charms that round thee dwell, 
The Arts of looking, touching, ſpeaking well, 
I will again aſſume my native Power, 

B* as unconcern'd to th' World as heretofore---- 
But yet Philander's Magick is ſo great, 

The op'ning Day will ſee my ſhameful Fate--- 


By 
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By Phebus ſwear, the Ruler of the Day, 


And by that Pow'r which they do both obey - 


I ſwear, Philander was the firſt that taught 
To have ſuch Wiſhes enter in my Thought. 
I thought the Vanity of b'ing belov'd, 
Was all the Satisfaction could be prov'd; 
To fee my Lovers croud, to me 'twas Joy, 
To hear em praiſe me, and adore, and ſigh, 
And him I favour'd moſt, ſuffer'd to preſs 
My Hand, to tell his Tale, or take a Kiſs : 
Nay, by my Life, I thought I lov'd him too, 
Content to paſs my Life in gaudy Shew, 
I thought of nothing but of being great, 
Rich, ſplendid Coaches, Equipage of State, 
I thought no farther ; thou haſt made me now. 
For I can think of nothing, but of you FA 
Lloath the Sound of Love from ev'ry Voice, 
And Converſation is dull, empty Noiſe, 
I'm never ſo well pleas'd, when you're not here, 
As when to my Apartment I retire ; Wo. 
In one dear 'Thought of thee I take more pride, G 
Than all the Vanities o'th' World beſide. "x 
The Crouds of Equipage and Noife, I hate, 
Had rather ſhare with thee an humble Fate, 
Than be a Queen, if I was hinder'd by*t,. 
Only to keep one Moment from ycur Sd 8 
If this be n't true, may'ſt loath me, and deſpiſe, 
Which is the greateſt Curſe-I can deviſe. 
A ſenſe of Love 'till now I never had, 
The Sighs which others gave no Preſſures made 

Dor | E 5 | Yet- 
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Yet ev'ry ſpeaking Glance thy Eyes put on, 


Inform my Sou! what tis they would have done; 


And if my Hand is only touch'd by you, 
My Breath then ſuddenly does ſhorter grow, 


My Blood with Warmth runs thro' my Veins, 


and tells n 

My Heart what tis that my Philander ails, 
When he does on my Boſom trembling lie, 
I fear I anſwer ev'ry.Look and Sigh. 

Love, as a Crime, I never fear'd'till now, 
Tho' I myſelf haye preach'd that Doctrine too, 
(Yet tell me not, ye dull, miſtaken Youth, 
Love that's ſincere is innocent as Truth) 

That Doctrine I renounce, for now I love, 
By Heav'n, and find it does a Fiction prove. 
Yes, and love ſo as yet no Woman e'er, 

In Love with me could have an equal Share; 
Nor is't the fancy of thy Beauty warms, 
There's an intrinſick Value in thy Charms; 
If all could love, or judge like me, then why 
Don't all who ſee Philander for him ſigh? 
What makes Mertilla, who now him poſſeſſes, 


Looks 2 him, hears him ſpeak, and feels his 


iſſes, . 

Not think ſhe's bleſs d? tis want of Judgment ſtill, 

gel can 1 5 love well, who judges ill? 
Equal to th Object granting my Deſire, 

You muſt allow moſt infinite — Fire; = 

And more in me than ever Woman had, 


By how much tis that I am ſoſter made; 


And 


And 
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And yet I own, for I may own my Flame, 

Now Heav'n and you are Witneſs of my Shame, 
I own, with all this Coſt, this mighty Love, 
Within my Breaſt unwonted Wiſhes move, 
At thought of thee, my Blood does burn and glow 
In ev'ry Vein, and I impatient grow. . 

But when I know it comes from Love that's true, 
I'm reconcil'd, and wiſh and ſigh ane w; 


But when upon thy Eyes I look and gaze, 


Gaze on thy dying Eyes, and charming Face, 
Or when my Hand with thy ſoft Hand I join, 
Or when I lay my glowing Cheek to thine—— 
O Gods! what Language can expreſs the Joys, 
All ſoft Deſire ; with Pain conceal'd it lies. 
Philander, yes, the fatal Truth is fo, 

Since thou haſt found it, I confeſs it too; 
"Twas long to hide my guilty Flame I ſtrove, 
Ye Gods, if there be any Guilt in. Love; 

A Coldneſs feign'd, for there lies Virtue's Pow'r, . 
Virtue is but diſſembling, and no more. 
But mine, alas, is gone, for ever fled, 
That feeble Guard by thee's defenceleſs made. 
No wonder tis ſo eaſily you gain, | 
When by diſſembling we our Fort maintain, 

O ſilly Refuge! mean, baſe Arts ! no * 
An Ill as ſhameful as to that we fall.. 
What Cuſtom can perſuade ! ſlie as loſt hen Name, 
(Who breaks her Laws) her Honour and Eſteem, + 


* -* 
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flow quickly's loſt! give me, ye Powers, that 
rule, | 

Give me my Fame, and let me be a Fool, 0 

That let me keep, and be inſenſible, and dull-- 

But O! where is it—]1 am loſt— tis gone, 

Thou charming, perjur'd Man, I am undone— 
What tho' extended on my Bed I fat, 

Undreis'd, unapprehenſive of my Fate, 

My Boſom bare, my Garments looſely ſit, 

As if they'd to thy ſtraying Hand ſubmit. 

Philander, why ſhould you th' Advantage take, 

Becauſe I'm tempting, you your Oaths muſt break. 

'Fis true, by ſtealth by Night I let you in, 

Whoſe filent Darkneſs favour'd your Deſign, 

* Were not your Oaths as firm as if the Sun, 


With all its Light had been a Looker on? 


As you preſs'd on, I told you of each Vow, 
But © G faintly I upbraided you, 
As made you more your Perjuries perſue ; 


Yeur Strength encreas'd, but mine, alas, decay'd, 


Till F quite fainting in your Arms was laid; 
. Left you triumphant: Lord of all; no more 
My faint Demals contradi& your Pow'r, 


The Treaſure which you toil'd for, then you had, 


Was to the lovely Conqueror betray'll——— 

But O-tofmenting, —when you ſaw the Store, 

And thought the Prize t'have been of Value 
more, (ſhew'd, 


Owhat Contempt! (yes, — wor _ | 
rophy view'd,. 
. What 


With what Contempt th' unvalu'd 
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What! deſpis'd ! was all your Heaven of Joy, 

And when you ſaw't to paſs neglected by, ; 

r Ie were heard, rewarded was your 
oil, | | | * 

The trembling Victim ready for your Spoil, 

And did you want Devotion then to give, 

Th' expected Bleſſing did you thus receive? 

Oh (by the Gods I'Il never ſee thee more, 

'Tis Charity, thou'ſt no Excuſe in ſtore, -— 

That can convince, but that I'm loath'd by thee, 

That Fhongae can't bear, and you no more will 

ee | 

And yet thy falſe Excuſe I long to know ; 

Be quick, for. my Diſdain invites thee now, 

Then let me hear your own Defence ſo poor, 

To ftrengthen which, there needs not any more 

But tis a tedious Time to that ſlow Hour, 

When to permit you here I have the Pow'r,. 

But hope not to incline my Soul to Love, 

No, I'll ſtop here, and will no farther. move. 


Silvia. 
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LETTER XXII. 
To PHILANDER. 


V Page was going with th' inclos'd, but met 
Alexis with your Letter at the Gate. 
Philander,' why a Heart do _ preſs ſo, 


Already yields too much to Love and you? 
I fear you gueſs my Anſwer but too well, 
Might fave my bluſhing Trouble to reveal. 
I'm now plung'd in, paſt hope of a Retreat, 
Nor can 1 fall by a more glorious Fate. 
Philander, to your tender Arms then take 
A Maid that can no more Refiſtance make. 
She yields, ſhe yields, and does confeſs it too, 
. She's more than mortal holds out againſt you. 
Since I'm undone, muſt give away my All, 

I ſcorn Reſerves, moſt generouſly III fall, 
I will be brave in Love, and laviſh too, 
Nor ſhall you think I love, unleſs I do. 


Take then, what Love and your own Merits give, 


The dear Reward of Sighs and Tears receive. 
But fince till Night it is an Age, you know, 
J here conjure you to Ceſario go; 


So 


A e vo A 


Err 


t 


re, 


But your Affairs you then may 
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So hard he preſſes, the Concerns are great, k 
Tis early yet, you may ride there by Eight. 
Altho' I'm glad to know you are ſo near, 
Your Honour and your Safety I prefer. 

bs get done, 

And be return'd e&'er Night approaches on, 
For *twill be Eight &er f can {ee your Charms, 
E'er I can claſp you in my trembling Arms. 
Be ſure you go; let not Punctilio's prove, 
A Hind'rance to the Safety of my Love, 
Go then, may all the Gods attend thee there, 
Preſerve, and bring you back t' your-dying Fair, _ 


Silvia. 


We e e 


LETTER XXIII. 
To SILZIA 


T HO U charming Fair, who all my Paſſions . 
— | | 
hou dear Delight of my tranſported Soul ; 
Thou'ft given me over Joy, what. is't thow| done,. 
Have finiſn d quite what Grief's Exceſs begun. 
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May Heav'ns eternal Bleſings on thee ſhine, 
Beit of thy Sex, for Goodnets ſo divine; 
Whatever tis I act, or ſay, don't know, 
Nor walk, nor think, as I was wont to do. 
Sure the Exceſs of Joy is far above 

Dull Senſe, will not by Ceremony move. 
With hopes of coming Extaſy I rave, 

Mad with the Thought o'th' Pleaſure I ſhall have. 

O Sl via, who preſerv'ſt my Soul alive, 
And without which I could as well ſurvive; 

Silvia, on thee methinks J preſſing lie, 


I Kiſs thee, behold thy Eyes, and hear thee ſigh, 


- Methinks expos'd I view each lovely Grace, 
And all the wondrous Beauties of thy Face; 

A ſolemn Joy has ſpread thro' ev'ry Part, 

And runs thro' ev'ry Art'ry of my Heart; 

Nothing but S] enters in my Mind, 

Silæua, the lovely, blooming, and the kind. 

And ſhall I touch thy Hands, behold thy Charms, 


And preſs thy tender Body in my Arms? 


A thouſand Raviſhments themſelves diſplay, 

O ye Gods! ſhall I—Oh! my Silvia, ſay: 

- But thou haſt ſaid enough to-make me rave ; 
PII bring to Be/fort thy adoring Slave, 


To pay his Thanks, III throw him at thy Feet, 


In Gratitade for Bounty that's ſo great. | 
How ſhall I live till Night? and ture you kno 
When your Commands are, To Ce/ario go, 
What Dangers I muſt.run, myſelf expoſe, _. 
Whoſe Joy in ſuch tranſporting Currents ec 
P | 
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That when in the Cabal I take my Part, 

I muſt betray the Story of my Heart, 

And ſhall in lieu of the gragd Bus 'neſs there, 

Be talking ſtill of mighty Love's Affair. 

The Queſtion that they aſk will anſwer'd be, 

With ſomething which concerns my Love and me. 

8 think me mad, and then I'm quite un- 
one: 

Leave me in ſilence here to rave alone, 

Here flatt' ring Echo's ſhall repeat your Name, 

Repeat that Si ia's mine, and never hurt her 

| Fame; 3 ; : | 

The noiſy Town will ſtrange Confuſion add, 

To preſent Tranſpert, and will make me mad; 

Oh ! let me not Fon! this bleſs'd Place repair, 

Let me be always calm and quiet here, | 

Tell all the pretty Singers on the Trees, 

The happy Hour which S:/via now decrees: 

On ev'ry Bark I will record her Fame, 

On ev'ry Tree that's worthy of her Name, 

That it may by the wond'ring World be faid, - 

How bleſs'd I am with ſuch a gen'rous Maid; 

And up to future Ages let it grow... | 

„ | That they the Story of our Loves may know, + 

t, And how a Youth, Philander nam'd, was bleſs'd, ' 
Th' ador'd, the lovely Silvia he poſſeſs'd, 

A Maid that's no where to be match'd in Glory, 
The moſt divine that ever grac'd a Story. 7 

When the ſucceeding. Nymphs ſhall want a Youth, 

To-ſhew a Precedent of Love and Truth, _ 

1 


* 


at 
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Bid 'em point out Philander to their Swains, W 
Cry, Love like him, and we'll reward your pe 
Pains: | | | 10 
And when the Shepherd would his Nymph up- A. 
braid, | | Bu 


Th Example let him ſhew which Silvia made— T. 
But O! there n&er will be a Nymph ſo true, If If 
Heav'n made but one, what Angels are to ſhow; || If 
And form'd for me was this ſame glorious Fair, IH 
Who I'd not quit to reign a Monarch here. 
Take ev'ry trifling Bleſſing from my Sight, Ar 
Ve Gods, and give me but the coming Night. I Ye 
© I'm undone, if any Accident 


The ſeeing of my Fair to-night prevent. If | 
Oh! J am all on Flames, all Joyful Fire,.. T] 
With Expectation fill'd, and ſoft Deſire. Bu 


Methinks tis Heav'n where- e' er I tugn my Head, 
Mufick when I ſpeak, Air where-e' er I tread. Be 
Let me alone, now calmly let me lie,  * [Fo 
. Left by a too Exceſs I loſe my Jay. | 
Remove for ſome time from me, Silvia, ftay, IN. 
You preſs my Senſes een to Pain——away—— [Le 
Let me take Air, let me recover Breath, Fo 
Some cooling Shade let me lie down beneath, Le 
Near ſome refreſhing Spring, as Cryſtal clear, IT. 
And all about me fan the gentle Air : 
Oh! how I ſuffocate ! I faint ! I'm gone In 
I muſt allay my Joy, or be undone. Tt 
Thy Letters I will read, and ſtrive to find 
Some cruel Time, when thou haſt been * * 
f NET 


ur. 
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When I your Preſence Orders had to leave; 
Perhaps ſome other Lover you receive, 


only to tell his Tale, breathe on your Face, 


And daub your Garments with a loath'd Embrace. 

But:oh ! by Heav'ns, I cannot think tis ſo, 

That you can ſuffer't, you have ſworn jit too 

If. you are falſe——but ſure that ne er can be 

If I ſhould find Foſcario viſit thee, 

Him whom your Parents favour, but you've 
{wore, ä 

And then what need Philander wiſh for more ? 

Yes, thou haft ſworn, and call'd Heav'ns Ven- 
geance down, | 3 

If e' er in Love you ſmil'd on him, but frown. 

There's Danger in his mighty Fortune too — 

But why ſhould that vile Thought torment met 
now ? 

Be gone, thoſe idle Notions, needleſs Grief, 

For Silvia loves, and will preſerve my Life. 

My Charmer, I your Orders can't obey, 

Nor from the fight of Belfont go away, 

Let the Deſign ſtand ſtill, or elſe roll on, 

For I'll not aid, toxleave my Love undone. 

Let Fortune and dull Fools the Drudg'ry have, 

To 8 a Minute's Joy, the World 1 would not 
ave. : 

In waiting the bleſt Hour, I take more pride, 

Than to be Lord of all the World beſide. 

Yes, in thoſe melancholy Shades I'll wait, 

Part Dorillus's Farm from Be/font's Seat. | 

| Perhaps 
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Perhaps my Fair may walk, that we might meet, 
And loſe ourſelves in that obſcure Retreat. 

How hard's my Fate! why not without Controy| 
Don't I lay claim to th' Charmer of my Soul? 
Ever with her live, ever on her gaze, 

And view the Beauties of her charming Face, 


With her to eat, to play, to ſleep, to riſe, T. 
Along with her to ſhare all earthly Joys——— | 
In vain I rave, and wiſhing is in vain, JY 


'The barren Buſineſs of an empty Brain ; 4 
I never can be bleſs'd, I'm fad as Death— - <'Y 
Adieu; my Lite depends upon thy Faith. 


wil 


Philandet ; 


1 my Adorable, | evhat Jour 1 
dan do to meet me in the h la 
Moad this Afternoon, for 1. 
there Lil live today. * 
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LzT TER XXIV. 


To PHILANDER. 


Wall your Love, to my Requeſt comply, 


O Haſte, haſte, Philander, to Ceſario fly, 
thoſe dear Joys to-night deſign d, don't ſtay, 


will be unſafe the Prince to difobey. 


he Journey is but ſmall, and you well know, 
he Torment and the Fears I undergo. 


ter ſhall think you ſafe, nor ne'er be bleſs'd, 
ill you = quit this fatal Intereſt, 


lander, For all the Toils you take, 


Lia at Night a Recompence * make. 


TER 


Silvia, 


LETTER 


D 
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Ves, Silvia, yes, 


And I can hardly ſay to ſay——Adieu. . 
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L ETTER XXV. ; 
To SILYI 4 1 
th 

OR all the Toil you take, ka 


Silvia at Night a Recompence will mak for 
I'm fo inſpir'd, that Wooden ſhall be done: Fon 

lovely Maid, I'm gone, ff 
J haſte as faſt as wikeſ Lightning flies, den 
Or Darts of Love ſhot from thy charming Eyes ix 
I now obey the Orders given by you, fon 


838888 SES 
To the . —— 


_ Dua R Cub, BY 
ON G foreſeeing-the Miſery you muſt! 

4 rive to by this fatal Correſpondence w 
my * Lord, I often have with 
ray 


* 
* 


e, 


epr 


—_ 


Prayers 25 you to deſiſt from ſo dangerous 
a Paſſion : I never have acquainted our Parents 
with your Misfortune, but I fear at laſt I muſt 
make uſe of their Authority, for the Prevention 
of your Ruin. My deareſt Child, 'tis not that 
Part of this unhappy Story that relates to me, 
that grieves me, but purely that of thine. 


Y 


O young, noble Maid, confider the Infamy of 


being a Proſtitute! and yet in this fatal Amour, 
the Act itſelf is not the greateſt Sin, but the Man- 


ner, which carries an unuſual Horror with it; 


ake-fſfor tis a Brother, my Child, as well as a Lover, 

one too that has lain by thy unhappy Siſter's Side 
ne, o many tender Years,, and by whom he has a 
dear and loveby Off-ſpring, by which he has more 
red himſelf to thee by Relation and Blood. Oh 
fond, heedleſs Girl, conſider this, and let not a 
nomentary Joy rob thee of thy eternal Fame, me 
f my eternal Quiet, and fix a Brand upon our 
zoble Houſe, and ſo undo us all. Conſider, 


cure thyſelf in ſome cemote Corner of the World, 
here Honour and Honeſty never are heard of: 
o, thy Face thou canſt not ſhow, but 'twill be 
ointed at for ſomething monſtrous ; for a hun- 
Ired Ages may not produce a Story fo lewdly in- 
amous and looſe as thine. Perhaps, fond as you 
e, you think the ſole Joy of being beloved by 
m, will make amends for thoſe Aﬀronts and 
Peproaches you will meet with in the N 

; | Od 
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las, after ſo ſhameful an Action, thou muſt ob- 
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World: But remember Child, and believe me- 
there is no N Faith in Sin, he that has broke 


his Vows with Heaven and me, will be perjur d 
again to Heaven, and thee, and all the World— 
Once he thought me as lovely, lay at my Feet, 
and figh'd away his Soul, and told ſuch piteous 
Stories of his Sufferings, fuck mournful, ſuch ſad 
Tales of his departed Reſt, his broken Heart, and 


everlaſting Love, that ſure I thought it had been 


a Sin not to have credited his charming Perjuries ; 


he ſwore in ſuch a Way, he ſigh'd with ſuch a 


Grace, fo artfully he mov'd, ſo tenderly he look'd. 
Dear Child, alas, then all he ſaid was new, ne- 
ver told before; now tis a beaten Road, tis 
learn'd by heart, and eaſily addre{s'T to any fond, 


| believing Woman; the worn out, the tatter'd 


Fragments of my Trophies, the Dregs of what 
J long fince drain'd from off his fickle Heart; 
then it was fine, briſk, and new, now pall'd and 


dull, by being repeated often. My Child, think 


what your victorious Beauty merits, the Victim 
of a Heart unconquer'd by- any but your Eyes: 
He has been, alas, my Captive, my humble, whi- 
ning Slave, difdain to put on him your Fetters 
now; alas, he can ſay no new thing of his Heart 
to thee, tis Love at ſecond-hand, and all its gau- 
dy Luſtre tarniſ d. My Child, beſides, if thou 


hadſt no Religion binding enough, no Honour 
that could ſtop thy fatal Courſe, yet Nature 


ſhould gblige thee, and give a Check to the un- 
| | | rea: 
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reaſonable Enterprize. The Griefs and the Di- 
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honour of our noble Parents, who eminent have 
been for Virtue and Piety, oh do not ſuffer them 
to be re 
moſt unhapp 
* are the darling Child, the Joy of ail, the laſt 

ope left, their Sorrows Refuge; for, alas, they 
have had but unkind Stars to influence their un- 
adviſed Off- ſpring: No want of Virtue in their 


Education, but this lait Blow of Fate muſt ſtrike 


'em dead: Think of this, my Child, and yet 
retire from Ruin; fly, haſte from Deſtruction, 


which faſt purſues thee, haſte, and ſave thy Pa- 


rents, or a Siſter, or what's more dear, thy Fame; 
already mine has received but too many we 
Wounds, and through my unkind Lord's grow- 
ing Paſſion for thee, which moſt fatally was 


founded on my Ruin, and nothing but that could 


advance it. And when, my Sitter, thou haſt 
run thy Race, made thyſelf loath'd, undone, and 
infamous as Hell, abandon'd, and ſcorn'd bv all, 
lampoon'd, perhaps diſeas'd, this faithleſs Man, 
this Cauſe of all, will leave thee too, nauſeated 
by Uſe, grow weary of thee; perhaps he may 
confider what Sins, what Evils, and what Shames 
and Inconveniences thou haſt brought him to, 
and will not be the laſt ſhall hate — loath thee ; 
for though Youth fancy it have a mighty Race of 
pleaſing Vice and Vanity to run, the Courſe wall 
end, and the Goal be 9 to at laſt, where 


garded in this cenſuring World as the 
of all the Race oi old Nobility ; 


they 


— 
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they-will fighing ſtand, look back, and view the 
length of precious Time they have fool'd away ; 
when with Diſcretion, and Honour 'tis travers'd 
o'er, how glorious were the Journey, and with 
what Joy the wearied Traveller lies down, and 
baſks beneath the Shades that ends the happy 


_ Courſe. 


Dear Child, forgive this Advice, and purſue it; 
for 'tis the Effect of Pity, not Anger; nor could 
the Name of Rival ever yet have Power to baniſh 


that of Siſter from my Soul.———PFarewel, re- 


member me. Heaven t thou haſt not this 
Night made a Forfeit of thy Honour, and that 
this, that comes from a — ta bleeding Heart, 
the Fortune may have to inſpire thee with Grace 
to ſhun all Temptations for the future, ſince in 
Sorrow they muſt end; which is the eternal 
Prayer ol. | 


Drareft Child, 
Your affeftionate Sifter. 
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d * 

. . SK me not the Reaſon of this Change, - 
Nor whence procceds a Coldneſs that's ſo 
= oF _ftrange? ; 
at } Itis enough, my deareſt Brother, I 

- tis p my deareſt Brother, 

ce Am not degreed to you by Deſtiny. 

in ſee my 1 if I further move, 

a) | Shall find Confufion in purſuit of Love: 


To what/dark Paths would Love betray me on? 
Had I purſu'd him I had been'undone: 
But yet I will at laſt his Force ſubdue, 
No more ſhall he his Flatteries renew ; 

” I-now am fix'd as Fate, Love has no Power, 

I Conjure you trouble my Repoſe no more, P 
For if you do (regardleſs of my Fame, | ) 
Which if you ever lov'd you would eſteem) 

I'll do a Deed ſhall cool your vicious Flame. 
No more remember you've a noble Spouſe, 
Remember ſhe's Companion of your Vows: 
I've Honour, there's no generous Love in you, 
Honour and Courage too will Silvia ſhew. | 


ER 


1 | Silvia. 
43 F2 LeTTER 
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| LeTTER XXVII. 
To SILVIA. 


E &, Silvia, I no farther will purſue, - 

Only for all the Pains I've borne for yon; 
| For all my Sufferings, and your long Delays, _ 

Eor ſleepleſs Nights, and thoughtful, anxious 


ys; 
For all my faithleſs Hopes, my Sighs, my Fears, 
Unequal Paſſion, and my Prayers and Tears; 
And laſtly, for my Death I only ſue, . 
In Recompence you'd this lait Favour ſhewz - 
To view the trueſt Heart that bleeding lies, 
That ever fell to Love a Sacrifice. | 
You'll find my Body lie beneath that Oak, 
Where '\twas | firſt your ſoft Confeſſions took; 
Tho now forgot as if they never were=— 
Make haſte, yau'll ind Philander's mangled Car- 
cCaſs there. 92 os 


Philander. 


Ah, Silvia, was't for this that I was ſent | 
This Morning, when I to Ce/ario went ? 2 
8 1 


N 


1 
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Did 1 for this from our Affair remove. 
Fly back to Belfont on the Wings of Love? 


Where, ſtead of the dear Bleſſings you ſhould 


ſend, | | 
Ne'er ſee me more Good Heav'n, 
what is't I find 1 | 
But with my Life all my Complaints will end.] 
It would to know, ſome Eaſe in Death impart, 
1 arms thy Hand againſt Philander's 
eart, 4 


= LETTER XXVIII. 
To PHILANMNDE R. 


Ore "AY 

Hilander, ſtay, obey this ſtrict Command, 
Stop, I conjure, thy 1 Hand; 
ror the Feat Wound that to my Love it gives, 


Shall my own Breaſt a thouſand fold receive: 


Stay then, by all thy Love, the Hopes I iwear, 
This Night thou hait t enjoy thy yielding Fair; 
Stay, —tor when here the News arrives you're 
dead, *. Fo g 
My *bandon'd Heart ſhall be a Victim made; ; 
| F 3 = 
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No, my Philander, I conjure you live, 
Take all that thou can nt m or S give. 


Sitoia. 


— 
i EEE 
LITTEI NXVII. 
To PHILANDER 


| Jr 5 Recompence did my 4 Philander 


To my . which were, to bid him live? 
And while my Page on his Return did wait, * 
T' a harmleſs Rival he expos'd his Fate? 
At once betray d my Honour, and your Love, 
Where kill, or to bs be killd,. would both un 
—— 
Twas well my Page ſays he's diſarm'd by you, 
But yet he ſays that you are wounded too. 
For Cure, Philander, to my Arms repair, 
I die for fear there ſhould be Danger there. 
Haſte, let me bathe the Part in Floods of Tears, 
Lay 't to my Lips, and bind it with my Hair. 
IL rave, Philander, with Concern for thee, 
_ to break all Laus of Decency ; 


Without 


* 
B 
P 
f 
7 
/ 
\ 
; 
\ 
} 
| 


_ 
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Without conſid ring, to thy Succour fly, 

But that I fear 'twill make Diſcovery ; | 
Pray Heav'n they may nt the News at Belfn 


hear, 
Feſcario has no Cauſe to tell it there, 
To boaſt the Conqueſt; you are far too brave, 
And truſty Si lvio's ſilent as the Grave. 
Without Reply why was he ſent away? 
Philander, what will you not me obey? 
Will you abandon me, and perjur'd prove, 
This Night too will you diſappoint your Love? 
Oh! o inately cruel ! what is't I've done? 
W hat, can't I for the firſt Offence atone ? 
If Ia little Care of Honour take, 
Muſt that in you ſuch a Reſentment make? 
Beſides, I'd Cauſe enough to quench Defire, 
A Letter that would cool the hotteſt Fire, 
Could do no leſs, *twas ſuch a Check to me, 
Than bid farewel to Love, at leaſt to thee 
I alter'd ſoon ; my former been 117 retain, 
One angry Line from you, gain'd Love the Day 


Made 2 yield a willing Sacrifice, 
The Cenſures of the duller World deſpiſe. 
I ask'd a thouſand times, what Was you ſaid, 
And on my Boy your ſilent Fault I laid; 
Ask'd in what Manner mine you did receive, 
With Tears he ſays, —when my Commands he 
gave, 
F 4 Wildly 
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Wildly you look'd, and on him fix d your Eyes, 
Survey'd him Oer, and ſeem'd in a Surprize, 
The Letter read, cry'd in an angry Tone, 

I cannot anſwer Flattery ; be gone— - 

And while you walk'd a ſolemn death-like Pace, 
He ſaw Feſcaris unattended pals, | 

Saw your Rencounter, which o'er, haſte he made, 
Oer d his Aid to tie the Wounds you had: 

Vou took no Notice, as you bleeding lay, 

O's proicer'd Service ; order'd him away. 
How can I live with this Neglect by you? 
Philaader, Ol what would you have me do? 

T' atone, if Death or Ruin will ſuffice, 

To you, with Joy, I'Il either ſacrifice; 

Yes, yes, my Paihon I'Il aloud proclaim, 

At Zelfant I'll declare the guilty Flame, 

My Love for you to all the World I'll own, 
Fly to Philander's Aid, and be undone; 

For thus 1 cannot, will not live; I rave, 

I languiſh, faint, and dying Pains receive. 


| Say that you live, O ſay but that you love, 
1 Say, that you're coming tow rds the Garden-Grove, 
I 7 approach my Arms 3 ſwear too that you are 
. 4 


true, 1 
And in return I'H (wear the like to you. 


Silvia. 


J die with Impatienct either to ſee or hear from 


you: I fear "tis yet too fron for the firſt——O there- 


fore 


2 


ce, 


e, 


— 


Things inconſiſtent are in all but you, 


1 
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fore ſave me with the laft, or 1 ſhall rave, and © 
wildly betray all by coming to Dorillus's Farm, or 
e you Where-ever you e have Lo ow 


ae a Me 


LrTEI XXX. 
To S:1-1; F1A. 


H! Sitoia, you have ruin'd in one Day, 
What took. upYears, to the Foundation lay. 
Palle, wond'rous Fai air, why did the Pow'rs divine 
Such, Perfidy with ſo much Beauty join ?. | 
To ſuch a Wit put fo much — — roo ? * 


Met in one Frame, they Mankind muſt undo. 
Silvia was born to murder more than one, 

Each that believes yp 3 N ; 

Say, Hypocrite, why am I thus 

Ad why the Object h Vow. Need made? 

What Mee 1 wo thou Helle Maid, to thee? 

Say, what, that thou my Murdereſs ſhould'ſt be? 

Why by your ſoft Commands am I thus led 

From th' filent Grave? they would awake the- 
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When of your Treachery my Eyes had view, 
Do you intend to torture me ane ? _ , 
How mod. more Kind "Tad been, thou fickle 
7 

If with plain Truth I'd in my Grave been laid, 
Than with a ſubtle Falſhood lead me on, 

That has thy Credit in my Soul undone: 
Truth, tho! crasl, would gen'rous ſhew in you, 
'Tho' thou wert falſe, forſworn, and perjur'd too. 


You -— oy have Degn provok's d your Friend to 


But Sy 4 to dot when he defenceleſs lay; 

Smile in my Face, and ſtrike me tothe Heart, 

And all the tendereſt Marks of L Love 1 impart. 

An Invitation would haye Credit gain d, 

In one who oft ſuch jiling T forks Are 4 

And all to ſend m away both pleas'd And wein, 

That you another Love might bh IE "Fe 

DeftruQtive, gloriqus t „ Antaſtick Met r 

Tell me what need of t « Deceit. there were, 

Tl you not urg d with Care unwont in We 
nd forc d me to Ce/ario to go, 

By Heay'n I'd dully liv'd. , the tedious Day, . 

In flow'ry Meads had £9 the gm anc , 5 

Each Mitte dach ught on Srlxig $ | 

'Till the Time came to claſp her in my Arms, 

A ſand, believing Fool; hat bled the Hours, 

Nor fete Vas chat baſk d beneath the 


Flow'rs; 
| Thob'ſt 


— 
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Thou'ſt fafely cozen'd me, haſt reap'd new Joys, 
My Rival fport, at my Expence he 55 2 
At your Requeſt, ſome Jealouſy 1 had, 
Which me impatient with Cæſaris made, 
Form'd an Excuſe, with poſting. Haſte I ride 
Back, where my Joys and all my Fears reſide. 
When 1 came there, how welcom'd was by you 
B' your Billet, Dorillus can tell you how. 
Between whoſe Arms (ſhame on me) dead J lay, 
Recover d, to the Grove I took my way 
Where —by all thats good, by thyſelf I ſwear 
An Oath I cannot ſwear by that's more dear, 
I did reſolve to die when I came there. 
But O how ſoon did my ſoft Paſſion turn 
To Rage, that's far more eaſy to be borne, 
To Fury, and Revenge, to irs Deſpair ! 
I faw my Rival, faw Faſcario there, e 
All warm he ſeem' d, and haſten'd thro the Grove, 
Juſt glowing; from the Arms of her I love: 
The Bluſhes in his Cheeks thy Eyes had made, 
Were A ſparkling his Looks, his Heart was 

bd. x 


d 1 a peaceful Smile his Face was dreſs'd, 
hile be perfum'd the Air thro' which he paſs' d. 
one, but the Man who loves like me, can tell, 

preſs the might) Senſe of Rage I feen! 

From my Y eart took the Sword (with Grief un- 
done „ 
To ſend it to his elevated one. | 
F 6 Gave 


—_— . 
Gave only Time to draw —and I confeſs, 

- The Spark was wond'rous brifk with his Succeſs, 
Vain with your Fayours—this I only heard— 
CA Silvia be the Quarrel—Þ'm prepar d— 

ar Cauſe, J own, with Coane he maintain, 

Till from him I, by chance, his Weapon gain 
I would have gave it back, have died My you, 
But he refus'd to arm his Hand ane vp. 
Then Malice told me, I ſhould ſcorn | to die, 
For one that was ſo full of Perfidy. I 
But charming, tempting - ſill, *ewas then a 
thought 
To read the Billet d'e er your page had brought, 
Which melted all the ve e that did ad 
Away, into tame Langu ment a 
Silvia, ne'er hard was ferm this 24 of mine, 
To Stubbornneſs twill never long incline... 
I'd willingly excuſe, and not miſtruſt, 

And fain SIG think thee i innocent, "and 11. 
Deceive me prettily, thou can 'ſt, 1 know, 
Sooth my fond Heart, and ask then of it, how 
It could have ſuch a faithleſs Thought of . 
Proteſt that you did not Feſcario lee, | * 

Or if you did, let my Soul be deceiv'd, 

Say, ch how e be was recer, 
Pit ftilt love on, and thou ſhalt be 'believ'd 
Vet ogg thou tell me Truth, thy Falſhood 

n 
By Heav'ns, my Silvia, I adore thee fo, 


CN 2 


On = by ty >: 2 


„ bd xt = 
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I fill ſhould love thee on; ſhould I have ſeen 
Thee claſping him thy lovely Arms between, 
If on his Cheeks your Kiſſes I perceives, . 
So fondly love, I Think I ſhould forgive. 
By all the Pow'rs that pity Mortals hege, 
Without thee there's no Joy, no Hear n, I ſwear. 
Be falſe, be cruel, perjur'd o'er and o 1 *W 
I find I Rl for.cver muſt adore. - SF: ip 
My Soul was form'd of nothing but of % | 
And all that Love and Soul does Silvias proye. 
Excuſe thou'ft fram'd, go on with the Deceip, , 
For thou can'ſt do't, I ſhall not find the Cheat,” 
Pl lay me at thy Feet, for there reſides 
Such vaſt Content, not in the World befides. 
Take Care of me, I yield to thy Commands. 
My Life, my Fame, my Soul, are in thy Hands; ; 
Be tender of the Victims, know you too, | 
If any Action of your Life ſhall ſhew ' 
A fading Love, the Change when 1 perceive, METS 
Dead at your Feet you'll find your ſs aban- 
don 'd rt 1 


3 lee, 
Sad as Death, Jam goi 1 the Meadow, | 

in order to. my Approach to Silvia, the World afford- 5 

no Repoſe to me, bur awhen I am * 


"ar mer is. 
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LzTTEI XXXI. 
* Philander in the Meadow, 


ND can you then ſo jealous be of me 12 
I mean N bi otted-to Jealouſy, 

1'o think ſuch odor 3 | 
Whar's worſe, of loving any but my Swain ? 
Who'd think i it Cer enter in that Breaſt, 
That Soul, which is with Si/via ſo poſſeſs d, 

A Soul 8 great a Judge of Love? 
Reproach me, hate me, and your Flames remove, 
When-e'er I harbour ſuch a bought in mine; 
Deſtructive tis to my Repoſe and thine. | 
How of my Love a greater Proof can ſhew, 


1 Philander, than of b ing undone by you ? 


What Proſpect have I in this ſoft Affair, 

_ — Shame, Diſhonour, and Deſpair, 
wy but e en hereafter too? 8 

I mY now with fear of future Woe. 

I might be ſav'd with any other Paſſion, 

Any but you poſſeſs without Damnation. 

But 'tis, alas, a Brother I purſue, 

A. Siſter*tis gives up her Honour now. 


And 


| _ 3 "a 
7 Fr ible that I may meet her "wy 5 
Fer 


Ve, 


And am afraid you'll be ſuſpected here. 11 
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nd ragte but Canace I in ſtory find, 
o criminal a Love inclin'd. 


(as 1 have a Father great, n 
As full of Wrath, and as revengful too, 
When he 'as the Honour of his Houſe in view. 7 
Dear Brother too, you found laſt Night how nent 
th Garden you to a Diſcow ry were. 
his Night's Adventure I have Cauſe to fear, . 


As Fate would have t, being loaded o'er; wich 
Thought, 
Vour meeting with the Count I had fatgor,”- 
Nor told Melinda, and I'm now afraid [ 
The Count has met, her, and Diſcov ry made. | 
This . he ſaw er, the ere t avoid his 
Sight, .< 
But he 8 out ou * be Light, LY 1 0 
Loſe me, ſo ſoon as in the Dark laſt Night, + 
She ſaid, She to Alexis would be true, 
She was not there, nor &er deſign'dit fo. 
He cry'd, Did not return, you ſrould bawe ſaid,. 
For with my Heart and Money too you fled. 
And now at flake Melinda's — lay, 
Forgetting in her Shape you went away, 
Then bluſhing, ſharply ſhe the Fact deny d, 
With a Diſdain that laid Reſpect aſide. 8 
Nor can it doubted be, but he thought there 
Some other — at 2 were. 


— 
I * 
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Then fearful of my Faine'I've Cauſe to be, 
Reaſon to own ſo wiſe a Man as he 
Will never think the Parley held laſt e 
Was with a Shade, or that he ſued a 8 pright ; | | 
If there no Boldneſs be like that of pry, 
Ne'er an Heroine e'er like me ſhall ue, 
Undaunted, I'Il the Shock of all * 
Nor leave you any Doubt or Jealouſy; | » {> Vang 
And when I urg d ade * | 
Heav'n knows, Foſcerio ne el was my Hein 
And you have beré, to prove me intidcent, * 
The Letter which to me by him was ſent 3 5 
Which as it fell into my Mother's hands, 

He was admitted by her ſtrict G | 
Coldly I faw him, forc'd 9 Wear, 
With. Fortitude his wracking Courtſnip bear, 
And worthy a great _— as Martyrs do, _ 
I ſuffer d, arid no Si e WA 
My Love to juſtify hgh * 

A thouſand Ways its — it can plesd, 
Such as can't doubted, or reſiſted be, 

Briefly of e al to o thee. 


- Z 4 P 

wy 8 * * - 

V «SA ; « ® 1 2 _ * bi 3 * 
* 8 o =_ > 


. nok 1 tl 1 | 6 *19 
Gals Her Bade That Ab e 
enen en rl y 


* 
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„ H 
To the Lady 


i Is not always the Graces divine where- - 
bY with Heaven has your reſplendent Beau- 
ties adorn'd, can maintain the innumerable Con- 
queſts they gain,without a noble Goodneſs to make 

you ſenſibly compaſſionate the poor and forlorn Cap- 

tives you have undone. But, faireſt of your Sex, 
Is I alone that have Deſtiny more ſevere and 
cruel, and find myſelf from your very Frowns 
I wounded, and not only made a Slave, bat ſecur d 
lone; the very Scorn, from thoſe triumphant Stars 
I your Eyes, have the ſame Power as if they ſhin'd 
' FP with the continual Splendor of raviſhing Smiles, 
and I can no more avoid their killing 3 
can their all. ſaving Aſpects; and I ſhall die con- 
. tented, ſince by fo glorious a Fate I fall. If you 
I voachſafe to pronounce my Doom from your 
I Mouth, that Store-houſe of Perfection, from Lips 
I that open like the bluſhing Roſe, ſtrow'd o'er 
with Morning Dew, and from a Breath ſweeter 

7+ | than holy Incenſe; in order to which, moſt ex- 
cellent Beauty, I approach you with this humble 
Petition, that you will deign to ſuffer me to throw 

— my 
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my unworthy ſelf before the Throne of yo 
Mercy, there to receive the Sentence of my Lifgea 
or Death; a Bleſſing, tho incomparably too gr 
for ſo mean a Vaſſal, yet with that Awe and R 
verence I ſhall receive it, as 1 would the Sentence} 
of the Gods, and which I will reſiſt no mor}, 
than I would the Thunderbolts of Jove, or the 
Revenge of angry Juno. For, Madam, my im 
menſe Paſſion no Medium knows between Lik 
and Death, and as I never had the Preſumptior 
to aſpire to the Glory of the firſt, I am not { - 
ject as to fear I am wholly depriv'd of the Glo M 
ry of the laſt; too long have I lain convictec 


our ee and put me out of my Pain 
Vou often have wreck'd me to confeſs my Pron 
-thean Sin; pare the cruel Vultur or pair e 
from my Hear in pity take him, and either by 
killing Words, or blaſting Lightning from thoſeſ 1a 
tefulgent Eyes pronounce the Death of, * 


Madam, dae 


r 


* 


Foſcario. Na 
80 


LITTII 8 


* 


N 
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LETTER II. = 
To ILV VIA. 


10 belt — Een 

Y Fears are Ms, I'm convinc'd i in you | 
8 A Heav'n 70222 n'd to my View, , 

air ve now no other r 

: byÞut: Youth and Beauty, th: that ene Angel big, 
goil ranſports unconcei vd, ev ry charming Sound, 


ternal Pleaſures compaſs me around; 1 

lab mer neer fancy d ſuch a Heav'n as this, 
duch Joys ne' er promis 'd in his Paradiſe, 

Pr Maid provide with ſuch the Souf ſpeak N 5 
och 19565 Looks, where the Sou 


dtior 
t { 
Gl 
tec 
ain | 


„ 


zack Glance the Secrets 8 — 


here ev'ry Feature in her lovely Face, 
do ſweetly languiſhes, bas ev'ry Grace; 
Such Arms, his promis'd Years of Extaſies, 


Can't me one Moment of * Silvia s Joys! 
Thou 


„ 
. 


N 
*: 


1 


_Y = "= . 9 9 
- Woe —— BAG YE Eg a 8 r ww _ , - a 
3 rr 


od 


e _. 
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Thou Bleſſing ſent, Eaſe * Liſe © impart, {A 
Thou dear Deli (ht of oo} Kati , \doating Heart, | 
Whither . me? to what Heights of Loy 
T*-Extreams-as- "Gang Tous at A Hate wolf 
prove, 
Silvia, take Care, manage my o 'er-joy'd Soul, 
And all its eager Paſſions too control, - ; wi 
Chide my fond Heart, if on thy Breaſt I fall, I. in 
And don't me with thy tender Voice recall, 
Lay not thy Lips to mine, deny thoſe Bliſtes, 1 
But let me lie untouch'd, unpreſs d with Kiſſes: E 
O changg that render Tongue * form's G 
| 1 
To J Sounds, and roughly. let i it move, 
And when you do perceive my dying Eyes, - 
Call not my Soul to-mingle with your Sighs , 
Yet. _ thou bate one Word, one Look, « 
Far, 

I-ſhould be mad, by all thb Gods I fear 3 
 Neet let me live to ſee thy Love decline, 5 
Note {ce 7 4 thoſe Fondneſſes of thine ; ; 

a 


t you 
65 


N 
it 4 


nce-1 


one in a Maid did with, h, ſuch Luſtre ſhine, : 
or er receiv'd with greater Thanks than mine 
Pardon my Raſhneſs, O thou lovel Me: 

In this Rencounter with Fo/cario had, 

Pm fatisfied,  disfavour'd he's in you, . 

And merits not in mine the being fo. _ 

I ſaw a Joy in's Face made me miſtruſt, 
And think my Quarrel reas'nable and jan; ; 


5 


, 
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d Style he writes, now I've his Letter read, 

„ Senſe no more I than rok Perſon dread. 

art, A you lovely Maid, have given proof, 

288 ny Abe e both Ne 0 Lee 2 

ight comes on—to finiſh T ve no 7" : 

it _ it will more gloriouſly requite—— 

ul Bice on, thou bleſsd Retreat, which Lovers 
want, 

I. f. intefruptkon I Forgiveneſs grant, 

ce thou it conduct me to my Sihvia's Charms, 

8 I revel in her Arms. 


SERIE TA ©» ©. "Philanger. 


» 
Tes: 
G 


©" the Gardens, whom I met going in thither, dull 
. 
, 


Fir from the dear Primroſe Bank, where I have 
with * 


LITTER 


* 4 | 
* 4 ö 
. * . 
5 bs 


If you have any Commands for me, 555 Weeder 
ing it back; I wait in the Meadow, and date 
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Be brought t her Lover any thing to ſay; 


L E T'T ER XXIII. 4 
To PHILANDER 


% 


nev 
) ba 
After the bappy Night. me 

ut 

ils done; O my Philander, ves, tis done 5 
> What will not Love and Grief oblige mitt 

| ' own ? | | ith 

By what degrees a bluſhing Virgin may 7 
I've known the innocent, the happy Time, &s 
When but to think I lov'd you was a Crime; [[*! 
'T” have ſpoke it would have made my Colour riſeſ** 
And twards the Earth to bend my guilty Eyes: KF! e 
Dar'd not my charming Conqt'ror to behold, e 
Altho in Love TD gr On fo bold—_ | 
When buſy Hands would\lead me to my Coach, Nite 
Mine in my Pockets put to ſave the Touch nd 
A Kiſs my Stomach turn'd, Looks made me vain" ! 
Whoever ſent em did my Hatred gain. we 
And never yet like me was any Maid, 4] 
Reſolv'd ſo much in Honour's Paths to mw | 
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hus arm'd ' gainſt all with Pride and Innocence, 

ut gainſt a Brother I made no Defence; 

xpos'd I lay to his Attacks of Love, 

eedleſs, till in my Breaſt new Paſſions move. 

) that 1 ſhould not die the Crime to own, 

e I'm from one Degree t another blown. 

he ſhameful Truth, act with a Brother too 
Heavens! a Crime ſo monſtrous, and fo new-- 
ut by thy Love, by thoſe Joys lately len. 

\ Enever will—no, never can repent: | 
) harden'd Love! ſure ſome Remorſe might own 
ome ſighing after Honour loſt and gone; 

ut why dilemble with the Pow'rs divine, 

one lis they my Soul t eternal Love incline. 

e mit yet I tear myſelf, am raving mad, 

ith ſoft Confuſion view. the guilty Bed, Þ%. 

ey the Prints where thou and I were laid, 

rey it with a thouſand tender Sighs, | 

is thy dear Print, imagine o'er-our Joys; 

hen aich, down in the dear Place I lie, 

riſe landet, O my charming God! I cry, 

es : I Soul's Delight, m' eternal Pleaſure too, 

1, w ſoft my Heart's already made by you. 

4 tO, Philander,—if (as I've been told) 

ich, Nleſſion makes us fend, ſhould make you cold, 

Jad having made a full Diſcovery, I. Kn 

vain lit ſurfeited with the repeated Joy, 

were undone ! I {wear by all above, 

thy dear ſelf, and by thy Vows of Love, 
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'Th' Idea ſo tranſcend'ſt of Man to me, 

That ſurely you muſt more than human be ; 

In ev'ry Touch there dwells ſome Pow'r divine, 
In ev'ry Look all heav'nly Graces ſhine. 

In Nature there ſome Secret is, I ſwear, ' 


2222 


That fits thee to my Soul, and makes thee dear 


Ask it not me, let it ſuffice tis ſo, 
For tis impoſſible to tell you how: 


I know that thou'rt created for my Soul, 
Which you alone have Power to controul. 
My Eyes and Mind might have diverted been, 


Prefer d that Face, that Shape or Air I'd ſeen- 


But in my Soul to make ſuch Paſſions move, 
To make it capable of more than Love, 


£ — as he is ſhould my Philander ſhew, . 
That Shape, that Air, and that Proportion too, 


I would not have a Feature alter'd be, 

Juſt as thou art, an Angel art to me. 

And I, without confhderirp what I do, 
Without reflecting on thy Marriage-Vow, 
Have firmly fix'd my Soul to Love and you--- 


Thou'rt gone, the Trophies of my Honour got, 


They now, perhaps, are never in thy thought— 
4 by all th' eternal Pow'rs I vow, 
When I perceive Decay of Love in you, 
If broke's one Oath, or Coldneſs · in your Eyes, 
By Heav'n I ſwear, your faithful Si/via dies— 
You may believe that I courageous am, 

Since I durſt love, durſt ſacrifice my Fame, 
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My all, to juſtify that Love did give, 
Will, when a Change fo fatal ſhall arrive, 

e, (Then have a Care, aſſure yourſelf that 1) 
When that Time comes will Coliraye lind to die. 
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| Levis: XXXIV: 
To PHILANDER. 


00, JHERE ur I find Repole, where Qui 
715 e? | 
Oh where; but-in my laſt * — 
I ſay not this, that L my Love repent, 


o — 
boy _— TX. ** -5 
— > 1 


Tho! 'tis the Source of all my Diſcontent. 
M Already we're betray'd, our Joys are gone, 
got, | Our dpa Delights are ended, e er begun—.. 
at- At Mornings Daun I bid you chaſte away,” © - 
But Heav'n knows, I wiſh'd that you might Nay. | 
The Bay came on, and ſpread its Light all oer, 
yes, Vet Kill you cry'd, One bleſſed Minute more. 
— I can't yet part with what 1 love fo dear, 
And Hours then but as ſhort Minutes were. 
| Day all abroad, had call'd each ee Spy. 
Mh tate the Secrets of our . to. p 


ul Some 
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Some bufy Fool Philander did behold; _ 
The News was quickly & my Father told, 
My Mother does refuſe to ſee me now, 
White 1, poſſeſs'd with mighty Love and you, 
| Imagining our Theft of Love to none 
' Except to Heav'n and to Melinda known, 
An End of the enclos'd no ſooner made, 
My Father enter'd, and ſuch Looks he had, 
As quickly ſhew'd all was to him betray d. 
A while he gaz d, with Fierceneſs in his Eyes, 
All pale, I trembling fell with the Surprize, 
He rais'd me up, and fix d ſo ſad a Look, 
As any Heart but mine it would have broke, Þ| So 
I wept=and waited when the Storm ſhould be, | W 
Which turn'd t a Show'r ſo ſoft; would maki 
-_-__ onedie to ſee. | A FIR HH 
At laſt a Paper gave, with broken Sighs, - 
And trembling, interrupted Voice, he cries, 
# hat I to thee can't tell (he weeping ſaid) 
Thou only Object of my Dotage, read; ; 
Thou Foy and Hope of all my aged Years, As 
Toa haf thou brought me to my Grave with TeariYStra 
So left me with the Paper in my Hand, Wit 
While I ſome time unmov'd, and ſpeechleſs ſtand 
Till he awak'd me with new Tears and Sighs, [Or | 
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For thro' the Room, he caſt his Eyes Unle 
Upon, my Bed, there the Diſorder ſpies, In pi 
I Oh! wretched Silvia! thou art ht ! he cries. ll t 


Then left me fainting, and I found too true, Pile i 
The Letter that he gave me came from you. 
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Firſt they perceiv'd you in the Garden here, 
And follow'd you till in the Farm you were, 
TRE: watch'd your Motions, and by chance did 


ee, 28 

The Letter Dorillus ſhould bring to me. 
The neareſt way they then to Be/font haſte, 
And told my Father ev'ry thing had paſt, 
Who going out, did Dorillus command. 
To give the Letter ſent into his Hand. 
His Vaſſal gave it, nor durſt he diſpute, 
With one that is ſo great, and abſolute. 
You'd taken Horſe e er he return'd to you, 


So our Misfortunes you're a * —— 
What ſhall I do? Or ſeek for Refuge where ? 


aud From the _—_— Danger that's ſo near ? 


The Face of ev'ry thing is changed here, 
And nothing does but filent Griet appear. 


FU There's none the Reaſon for the Caule can ſhew, 


None but my Parents and Melinda know. 
Melinda and my Page diſcarded are, 
As Confidents ſuppos d in this Affair, | 
Strange Creatures of their own attend me now; 
Without thy dear Advice, I'm loſt, but how 

1 my Philander give Advice to me? | 
Or how, indeed, ſhall I ſend theſe to thee ? 
Unleſs ſome God of Love ſhould us befriend, 
In pity to us ſhould Aſſiſtance lend? _ 
Pl try my Boy, he does good-natur'd ſhew, 
He is well born, and may be honeſt too. 

po 2 Thus 
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Thus far, e' er Supper brought, to you was 
N writ. 
I'm not yet ſuffer di in my Parents Sight. 
Thoſe that I have to wait upon me, ſay, 
Mertilla is to Beſſont come to- day. 
All's carried cloſely in my Mother s Room, 
I tremble at the Thought of what will come. 
I've try'd my Boy, but I perceive that they 
Are ſtrictly charg'd, my Orders not t obey ; 7, 
He as promie' d that I ſhall a Weeder ſee, 
Who lah thro' my Window take theſe Lines fron 


If 2 he fays, ſhall bappen to be true, 
This fatal Knowledge I ſhall get to you, 


Not only, that for th worſt you. may: prepare, 


But ſet at liberty your e „ 
| 5 
Th 


f Sibi 
My Heart is and — 


drown'd i in Teari :-Oh Philander, how much u h 


like the laſt, will prove this N fan 
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This was writ in the Cover 10 db tbe 
foregoing Letters to Philander, | 


H my Philander! all-I fear'd would be, 
All * T dreaded; now is fali'n on me; 
ue been arraign'd, and am convicted too, 

© ÞY udges fierce as in the Shades below, © 

ather, Mother, and a Siſter fate; 

h Condemnation, and pronounc'd my Fate; 

The Fact, alas, was too, too open laid, 

Too many Truths, to leave me room to plead. 

But Heavens! Oh, had you beheld the Tears, 

JF heard” the Threats, W and the 

Prayers; 5 

-4 Theſe from an injur'd Siſter T receive, 

fan ag e too my heart-broken Parents give, 

| Father t'a bad Conſcience join'd, — 

ou een have wondred at my Strength of 

| I , 

err iy Fortitude, my Courage, muſt approve, 

ly Reſolution, and 58 from Love. 
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For ſurely, under all I could not live, Ez 
Did not thy pow'rful Love Aſſiſtance give: Bu 
Thro all the Accidents in Life, to me, 0 


That can, and will, my ſtrong Supporter be. Or 
Amidit the Noiſe with which my Ears they fill, I Ba 


A ſecret Whiſper ſaid, you lov'd me ſtill. T] 
Diſcarded by your Parents, Love replies, 
Philander loves, will Silvia ne'er deſpiſe. Ea 


Thrown from thy Mother's and thy Siſter's Arms, | Ea 
His ftill are open to receive thy Charms | 
And tho' I rave, and die to ſee them grieve, 
To think I ſhould ſo much Confuſion give, 
*Tis piteous to behold my Siſter's Sighs, 
My Parents fad Deſpair, and weeping Eyes, 
A Sight would make the hardeſt Heart repent, 
Yet mine tis far from making to relentz; = 
Yet in my Breaſt ſome Sparks of Pity move, 
Can weep to ſee th' Effects of wanton Love. 
But yet; I no Repentance have within, 
No, no Remorſe for the dear, charming Sin, 
My Mother's Langui nt ſhould thou behold, Mu 
No bitter Stories from her Mouth are told, Inc 
No Tears lets fall, fits with a downcaſt Sight, JOr 
As ſad as Death, and will not view the Light; Tu 
Shouldſt thou ſee it, if't not to Pity mov'd thee, Loc 
Yet ſure thou dſt grieve, that thou hadſt ever 
lov'd me | | 
Sure Love in me my Nature quite has chang'd, 
Or on my Heart this Ruin ſhould revenge; - 
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Bach Moment vow againſt the God of Love, 
But tis too late, as oft I perjur'd prove, ' 
O ſhould the pow'rful Gods Revenge but take 
On all the broken Vows which Lovers make, 
ll, Rach Lover then muſt anſwer for theſe Crimes, 
There's none but would be damn'd a thouſand 
times ek Le nd eh 
Each Quarrel makes us ſwear to love no more, 
ns, Each Smile maktes us forget the Oaths we ſwore. 
Let all the Force of Virtue, ' Honour join, 
With Parents too, to make me Love reſign, 
28 but look — ons thoſe dear Eyes, . 
reſs me to your Cheeks in gentle Sighs, 
Fold — cry—Ah, Siketa,. — part! 
„II know we can't; remember mine thou art 
Isuach Eloquence will in thoſe Words appear, 
When utter d by a Voice that is ſo dear, 
Can't be withſtood, alas, I find em ſfo——. 
Win eafily break thro' each feeble Vow. . 
„ Ives, I muſt be undone, and perjur'd too, 
old, I Muſt diſobedient and unnatural ſhow, 
Incorrigible, bear a.thouſand Slanders, 
t, [Or any thing, rather than not Phi/ander's. 
3 Turn then theſe domeſtic Scenes, my Soul, 
hee, Look forward, let that charming Sight controul; 
ever On thy Philander look, the young, the bleſs'd, 
hoſe Looks infuſe a ſoy throughout thy Breaſt, 
d, Will chaſe away all Sorrow, and all Care, 
ind will not let one anxious Thought be there. 


G 4. Where N 
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Where art thou, dear Undoer ? now thou'ſt got! 
The Prize, the rifled Captive is ſorgat. 4 


126 


What, not a Line? two tedious Days are o'er, 
And Ire not heard; aſſiſt me, ſome kind Pow'r. 
Thou may'ſt have ſent,—they ne'er may reach 

my Eyes, 
Till they freſh Witneſſes 5 againſt 5 4 
J cannot think that | 
For if you did, my Ran 40 ſo — — 8 | 
It would not live ; confirm my kind Belief, 75 
Make haſte, Philander, ſend. me ſome Relief, 
El, ear half a League from hence there! is a Gate, 
Ea which an ancient Man does wait, 4 
ughter 'tis does in our Garden weed, VF. 
BY 7 * — you theſe Lines will be convey'd, 
And ſhe'll bring thine; I-can our Houſe deceive, 
Let down a String, and them from her receive. 
Pl fay no more, nor no Inſtructions give, 
How 'tis you may your faithful Sieve ſave. 
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LETTER ö 
8 To SILVIA. | 


That.which was left in ber bands by Mon- 
ſieur her Father, in ber Cabinet. 
| My adorable Silvia, 
I Can no more my parting Pains expreſs, c 


e, Than the vaſt Joys I did laſt Night poſſeſs; 

1 hey both were killing, both were to exceſs. Þ 

|Sikvia, by all the Raptures in thy Arm, 

By all thy raviſhing and beauteous Charms, 

I ſwear. by all the Joys of this laſt Night, 

2. | Thou haſt increas'd my Love to that vaſt height, 
It has undone me, my Repole is fled 2 

This dear, dear Night has me unhappy made. 

I muſt have Si via, or I cannot live, 5 
A Day, nor Hour without her can't ſurvive==— 
No, if at ſtake the Univerſe was laid, * 

ithout intire Poſſeſſion of my Maid: 1 
I'm none of thoſe, — when mn Beauty's rais'd _ 
in Appetite, ano r Cana ale. 
a G 5 * The 
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The Flame can't carry, kindled by your Charms, 
I can't, to quench it in Mertilla's Arms:: 
No, $/via, by th' eternal Pow'rs I fwear, 
He that loyes ſo, need never Danger fear.” 
He ne'er was born to live or die for Love, 
Silvia, Mertilla, t him the ſame would prove. 
No, Silvia, when you find that once I'm led, 
If I return to th” Matrimonial Bed, 

Defpiſe me, ſcorn me, loath me, hate me, ſay 
I love thee not, for then you juſtly may. 

Let him drudge on, and eaſe his 1 Fire, 
Whom any Body's Kiſſes ho in 

Love is a nobler Flame, h — 

But ſhe that did at firſt the 8 Sparkles raiſe. 

No, no, my l Stream ſhall never run 
Back to that ountain whence it once is Sone. 
It is impoſſible, in vain tis ſtrove 

To love again, when one has ceas'd to love, 
As tis Defire and Wiſhes to recall; 

By Heav'n, there's nothing ſeems 8 unnatural: 
No, with my Silvia tis that I muſt "hy 9 780 
J die, unleſs to me your All 


I'm peng from thee; when frall x. we el. 


Oh how ſhall I ſupport bre Hours * 


a Diſtance can't ſupported be—— — 
If after Toils I could lie down by thee 


- Herculean Labours then would eaſy be 


. # 2 


T N will deſtroy me, they Il be all on the, | 
At ſuc 


Tee WY 


Love Leſtert. 


yward Fancy pleaſe; t 
and can't comp 
enly reply. 


T ſhall be croſs withal, 
anger ask, and ſull 


by Retreat I think to,eafe my Soul. 
thouſand Wiſhes 1 
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could bear, 


y Defires controujj 


Pain me to ray 
| Beating. the F 


When baniſh' 


ing, until down Ilie, 
oor —aloud—my S, en ; 
my Fair, Philander is 
d from the 
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enſo = we 


ind if then thus it us 
hen I the Outſide 
hat. now thou 


d to be be | 
only did adore, . 


't how, 


Ph pity me, for tis not 
o gueſs the Painsii 


ouſand Graces 


and have not Pow 


ards Belfont throw; 
ds away: 


You'll: 


ks my Eyes t'w 
ve keeps me here, —Honoy 
0 we meet, . Siboia, 


132 Love- Leiters. 


You'lllee me dead, this Life I can't endure; 
You muſt be mine, or I muſt be no more— 
Fail not a hundred times a-day.to ſend. _ 
Farewel, and on. thee may all Joys attend. 
I've bid Alexis wait what comes from thee, 
And poſt immediately with them to m. 
Once more, Farewel——'ill Tm with you again, | +» 
There's not on Earth a more unhappy Swain, . 
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 Knens, e "that a thee” the Garden 

12D rar he ſaw me near enough to 

| know me, 1 Fit. Let me 

king Horſe n go from Silvia. 
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LITTEA XXXVII. 
To PHILAND ER. 


Written in the Leaf of a Ti alle. Bout. | 
Hilandtr, I have only time to ſay, ? | 


On Thur/day I muſt be Foſcario's P 
The Life of Silvia finiſhes that Day. * 
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_ From Dorillus's F g 
FAD _ the News your Bill broughtto 


I'm hugher — whate'er th' Effects may y 
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I've Patience yet to keep myſelf confin'd ; | 

But if of | thee na Hopes I find, 

By Heaw'ns, all in . Flame PH Belfont ſet, 

Be ſure Il do't, but P11 my Sil Gia get. 

What! Sides ro de wagried, do 2 

And from Philander given quite away 

Falſe, Fair!—what l give Nſcario your Charms 

Shall he be graſp'd in 1 naked Arms? 

Preſs thy ſnowy — thy e N 

no 

Furies _ Hell furround m me if he — e 
Oh Silvia, els, perjur'd, charming Fair, F 

Thou fickle Angel -to my Vows give ear, 

The Moment that the Prieſt your Hand ſhall give, 

From me his Death your Lover ſhall receive, 

2 the Altar he his Death ſhall meet, 

Heay'ns I ſwear, I'Il ſtab him at your Feet. 
Nor me ſhall all your Prayers or Tears, aſſuage, 
Nor th* holy. Place protect him from my Rage. 
Look to't,—yet I'll not truſt thy Faith, for ſhe 
That ſuffers ſuch a Sin, fure damn'd muſt be. 
More Ruin too — meet in thy Way, 
Thou ſhalt not 'itape till the Damnation-Day, 
For I will wack, Sil theewith Portures 3 
All thoſe few Hours that I, have left to live; 
And when Tm dead—as quickſy I ſhall be, 
Shall fall a Victim to your Cruelt/ 

Know, Murdereſs, III alway e „ 
» Be with thee, and ſurround thy Bed. ar Nigh 
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and will thee from the Raviſher affright, 
heck all thy Joys, and ſpoil thy looſe Delight-- - 
Oh ! I am mad, I cannot think that Thought, | 
hou can't in Wickedneſs ſo far be brought. 
PIl fave thee if I can lovely Fair, 
hy doſt thou make me all theſe Torments bear? 
3 How haſt thou ſworn, ſo loud, and often too, 
- [That Heav'n has heard, and ſure will puniſh-yau, . 
— How 8 ſwear, that Night we both were 
8 WJ a 5 
Weeping with melting Softneſs on my Breaſt—. 
xr, Remember, Oh, how that dear Night you ſwore-— 
| IVhen I've recover'd Strength——T1l tell thee. 
e, more ' 
he Story of that Night I muſt repeat, | 
Which thou perhaps (Oh faithleſs !) doſt forget— - 
That glorious Night did moft auſpicious prove, 
„ Fach fav'ring Pow'r ſmil'd on our I heſts of Love, 
That Night, the full Reward of all my Grief, 
irſt of my Joys, the bleſſed'ſt of my Liſee. 
5 8 and fainting, when your Chamber 
ound, _ | 10 | 
Vhile * your Arms you graſp'd my Body 
round Farne Ervin 
demember, fainting-at your Feet was laid. 
To call back Life what tender things you ſaid 
Remember, how you kiſs'd, my Face you ſtroke, 
Fj: Lemembe: what dear, charming Words vou 


ſpoke | 
| : ON HEX 44S When 


1436 Dove - Leiters. 
When I recover'd, how I ask'd of you, 


An 


Will you continue thus, be always ſo, 

Will you be ever mine, and ever true? Y A 
What then did Silvia vow, what then Aid fay, I 
When kneeling on the Carpet where I lay, | 
And how did you invoke each heav'nly Pow'r, I 
Their greateſt Vengeance on your Head to ſhow's, I, 
If &er you lov'd another Magi again, — 
Or touch'd, or ſmil'd on any but your Swain: 4 
The — you ſwore, both Heav'n and Hell a- 0 

8 

One an heard, to what ĩt knew thou'dft break, 
The other laugh'd, to know thou 'dſt perjur'd be; 
And only 1 there was deceiv'd by thee. 

Your Kiſſes ſtopp'd my Lips, your Vows: my. 


Yau Med and 'yow'd, as om my Neck you kung. Z 
Oh !: charming Flatt'rer, thy Son 8 Art, 

Did Life and Peace to my mpart, q 
Twas then, my Fair, I I orefs'd my eager-F =. 2 
With Fondneſs your Reſiſtance overcame. N 
My Reaſon's — for you was mine by Love, E.. 
Who could to you a better Title prove? « 
How oft I ery'd——}Vby this Re ff ance, Fair ? 
Pray tell me whoſe thou' art, my charming Dear, 
75 thou not mine? my own command [ may 


We ragged the then, half lt Wade ale Sighs were 


Unreafenable, on both ſides ſoftly ſaid. 
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Yana thus we ſtrove - and both lay 2323 
Not with the Rapture tir'd, but with the 
What follow'd after this, I need not name 
5 hat tender Mixtures were twixt Joy and Shame, 
ith Kiſſes dry'd each ſingle _ you wept, 
„r. Unable any 3 to repea | 
P. O, my Fair /—then bugs” 14 you to my Breaſt, 

Vhile glent Sighs of Joy expreſs d the reſt—— 
hile ev'ry tender Word, and ev'ry Sigh, 
My lovely Silwia did to me reply, 
ou preſs d me to you, and you vow'd, and aid. 
Peu low'd me now much more than e' er you did. 
Your bluſhing Face you'd in my Boſom hide, 
hen, with Exceſs of Love, to Heav'n you ery 'd-- 
be Witneſs, O ye Pow'rs that dwell above, 
If yet a Maid e er did like Silvia love, 


mYy; 


ung. Puniſh me frames: „ tet batt: 10 Peaces l . 
If Fer to er I all cea "FEE. 
e. No Force, mor Art, nor Honour, lbb, or Laws, 


or any other neceſſary Cauſe, 
onſcience, nor Duty, neither Pow'r ſhall baut, 


Ver Ber make me Ger the ; louehy Lauth to leave. 
. » [Chis haſt thou fm, O charming, faithleſs Fair, 
„ Thus 'twixt each happy Minute thou would'f 


ſwear. 

No ſooner then each faithleſs Oath you ſwore, 

were! 1 believ'd, and for them lov'd thee more 

aſt thou forgot, O fickle, charming Maid, 

l that you have to me ſo often ſaid? A 
And 8 ; Farewel - 


138- . 'LoveeLDetters. 

Farewel the World, and all that Fools adore, 

Gu 2 Philander, and e 10 1 

H forgot, did. th the. ong Ni ht not | r. 

No other Sound but Invocations — - 

O all ye Stars, that then did Heav'n adorn, 

— witneſs how * _ forſworn ; 
venge, ye injur'd Powers, Revenge provide, 

sines Be has by 't the faithfull'ſt Hel Iedroy d. 

None yet e' er fell that was ſo full of Truth, 


Revenge, ye weeping Gods, your dying-Youth, 
| | - a mh Philander, | 


| - 8 . f wy b . 0 * 2 

LETTER XXXIX. | 
To PHAILANDER. 
I the Leaves of a Tuble- Book. 


IN D, my Ph;landey, thy Reproaches are, 
To ma 0 tho' needleſs, yet they ſeem mol; 


By Argument Þll not diſprove em now, 
Bat by a Deed that ſhall convincing ſhew ; 
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11 have not now a Minute's Time to write, 

But am reſoly'd this Night to make my Flight. 
'?. Let in Se. Fincent's Wood your Chariot wait, 

Remove thyſelf unto the Highway- Gate, 

There will I call on thee ; twas well thy Fear, 
or Jealouſy, or Love, brought thee ſo near. 
„ Farewel Parents, Honour, Fame, Int'reſt too, 
d--I leave you all, and with Philander 
IHaſte, haſte, and let the Chariot Kae drive ont 
th. For I am quite impatient to be gone. x 

The firſt Occaſion I ſhall take to ly, _ 
der. Love me, Philander, love me, or I die. 


Under pretence of reaching the. Am which, * 
hades my Windew, I unperceived let down and re- 
ceive what Letters yon ſend by. the honeſt —＋ 


Ber ſend: your Senſe 2425 — wy cis your. 
Direction, fort tis reſolv d alr n 


LzrT IZA. 
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| 
| 
1 
] 
| 


Ill not on't think, leſt I in Rapture ſhould, 
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LRT TER 1 
To SILVIA. | 


MM; loo FO "© to 
O cloſe this . in my Boſom = TY | 
Pl only ſay, Silvia ſhall be obey'd. / 


To th' buſy Winds proelaim my Joy aloud. I 
No more, no more, my Fair: Extreams of Joy, Ar 


Like thoſe of Grief, do ever filent lie: PI 
Let It ſuffice, the Bleſlivg'which.you. give, II 
Philander oft bas wiſh'd he maght receive; If 
A Gift too great for Heav'n e'er to beſtow, ir 
On any wretched Mortal here below ; Du 
But if it do, that Moment I'll reſign \r 


The World, ſinee Love and charming. Silvia 7 
mine. 

Haſte, haſte, my Arms are open to receive 

My Life, my kind, my lovely Fugitive; 

Haſte, Silvia, for this Moment I ſhall be, | 

I now am gone where you directed me. 3 
R So Fete eu, 
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LETTER ALI. 
To PHILANDER. 


After ber Flight. 


HI my Philander ! how have you betray'd 

A poor, unfortunate, and harmleſs Maid! 
Where art, and why would you abandon me, 
And why am I not now receiv'd by thee? 

I'll not upbraid with b'ing undone by you, 
Twas all my own; and were it yet to do, 

I for Philander ſhould be ruin'd again, 

\nd never find Occaſion to complain. 

But I can die; of Hopes, of Friends bereſt 
zm left by all, een by Philander leſ. 
via: Pf nought but Reſolution am poſſeſs d, 

| That, when J pleaſe, can lay me down to reſt. 
gut oh ! you are not falſe, or if you be, 

Your cloy'd, repented Love then let me ſee, 
That Siluia then may by Experience prove, 
There's no ſuch thing on Earth as Truth, or Love. 
'hilander, be thou falſe, or be thou true, 

Tis worſe than Death to doubt, then let me hw 
at 


joys 


{dieu. 


TER 
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What Accident there was contriv'd by Fate, 
To hinder you from coming to the Gate: 
In ev'ry Place I ſought to find my Love, T] 
But ſtill in vain to find you out I flrove== II! 
I ask'd the Woods, oo to the Springs complain, 
Call'd on thee thro' the Groves, but all in vain, A 
Nothing, ſo oft as I Philander cry'd, 

But Eccho's heard Philander— they reply'd. Fos 
Thus, thus I ſearch'd, until the coming Night, ¶ k 
Increaſing Fears made me reſolve for Flight, Ilm 
Which we agreed, and did to Paris go, Per 
Where I ſhould be, there's none but Heav'n tha 
knew. er. 
I almoſt naked was, and friendleſs too, 
At laſt, e e what to do, 
Aſter a thouſand Revolutions, he 
Concluded I ſhould at his Siſter's be. 

Not my Retreat, nor Welcomes I receive, 
All the enſuing Night no Eaſe could give? 
Of my Philander I no News could hear, yn 
Was awake by Jealouſy and Fear : ſet 
Brilliard, who all this Night ſought you in vainffor 
Is now return'd diſtracted back again: Ind 
Since we of thee no News in Paris hear, | th 
(Which certain tis we might if thou wert there, 
For oh the Sun as ſoon conceal'd might be, eck 
Might hide itſelf with as much Eaſe as thee) Fonfi 
He is reſolv'd to ſearch the Wood throughout, [pul 


Thinking you waiting are {ill thereabout. — oft 


A 
* 
/ 


4 
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hen left the Chariot, leſt you ſhould be ſeen, 
The Way you could not find back there again; 
Thus feeds my Hopes, my Heart thus flatters too, 

That tender Heart that fain would think you 
in, 


true, } 
in, And may that Thought ne er from my Mind de- 


Part, 

. For Bout a God, unchangeable thou art. 
ht, N know, by ſome Miſtake you re waiting there, 
_ Unmpatient, and as wild as I am here. | 
Perhaps thou think'ſt I'm falſe, want Courage too 
thaTo fly to thee, and glorious Love purſue; | 

*erhaps thou wait'ſt the Hour thou think'R I'll 
ve a | 
yielf from thee, Feſcario receive: | 
o, dear Inchanter, no ſuch thing twill prove, 

Thou can'ſt not think I did ſo lightly love. 

= Night, the Eve to th' Wedding-Day de- 
d, 
y Bar Reſolves I had repos'd my Mind, 
ſet a willing Hand, and did 1 
vainfor the Occaſion with a cheerful Air; 
Ind in my Room a thouſand Ways I dreſs'd, 

| thouſand Queſtions ask d, which look'd the 
beſt ? | 
deck d my Apartment, nothing left that may 
e) Jonfirm them I was pleas'd, and of my Stay: 
ut, {pulPd them off again, and laid them down, 
Jo ſtop Suſpicion, put my Night-Gown on Lt Pp" 
. ' La 


W 
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Each in their Office buſy, and intent, 

I unobſerv'd into the Garden went, 

And o'er the Meadow poſted faſt away, 

As ſwift as Daphne from the God of Day; 
"Till I arriv'd where did your Chariot ſtand, 
- Breathleſs, of Brilliard I his Lord demand. 

' He ſaid, for fear you ſhould be ſeen, was gone 
A little up yon ſhady Path alone; 

T* wards which we went, found no Philander the 


Nor did one Viſion of my Love a 
- Send Aer you're df, hat you! N 
And katy, that your Love ſhall ne'er decline: 
Or . hich ſhould have been my Weddin 5 
in 
Secure in n Death tall the fond Silvia ay 
| 290 Sil 
. Thurſday, PEE my BK + 
Bed, ah avant of. Clothes, 3 
t g P 


er ra News Seach - 
0 12 | 4 © i. 
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Lerrzn Þ 1 
To SIL IA. 


e, my Jo oy. - art thou ceſern'd for me, 
AVE 45 . bleſs d by Heav'n nr 


Jinfln Peace FA. leranz die, the World reſign, 
Isince I have liv'd to ſee my Silvia mine. 

All Jealouſies from thy ſoft Heart remove, 

Nor think ſo baſe, > poorly of my Love; _ 

To need more; Oaths, my Breath away I'd ſwear, 

But O, my Silvia, there's no need on't here. 

My lovely Dear, turn not thy charming Eyes, 

On what thou'f leſt, but to the coming Joys, 

On Love and Youth ; I'll dedicate P Dv. 

o render thine, my Fair, ſerene and gay. 

So wond rous L to my + Soul You . 

xtravagan 52. 


me 


he 


2 


That I in my 

fear, I ſhall a gt _— 
Dreadev' ry Look. thou giv'ſt away from mem 
\ Sight, a Smile, a Touch, will make me rave, 
ommit a Murder on the : happy Slave N 


117 
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U 
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All i the World N eee 
All, hut anot NA 
Ages muſt paſs e er 20 can jea 22 


Or e' er my Silvia. can be Ur d of me 
P11 be ſo doating,. will ſo fondly play, 
You ſhan't have Time to throw a Look away ; 
By Force of Love I'll, alwayy thee retain, 
I have thee now, and Wilk n Ke Right maintain. 
I rave to ſee thee, but gs. ed, Dear; 
Be not afraid, the Woumds not Aang 0 are, 
They re troubleſome, cauſe I cant fly to thee. N 
My lovely Silvia, haſte, and come to me. 
- To farther which, I've ſent by Brilliard now | 
An Order where he ſhallfor Money go; 
Then get ſome Clothes are ready to put on, 
I cannot live another Day alone; © 01 
Still you may paſs for what y' already do, 
Till I can take ſome Father Care of y you, ny 
When I the Chariot left, I walk'd alone, 
So far, when I return'd I found it gone. 
A thoufand Doubts and Fears my Mind poſſeſs,” n 
And Melancholy, dread our ill Succeſs, 
Some time you- was purſu d and took, 1 chooght, 
The Chariot ſeiz d, you back to Be. {font brought: 
Imagining (a jealous Lovers do) - © 
The moſt tormenting thin t increafe my Woe; 7 
Sometimes to think you falſe I was Tied," 
Yes, —_— Silvia, that you'd chang' a we 


Mad 
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Mad with this Thought, about the Wood I ran 
And vow'd; on all I met to take Revenge. 
By the high Road, amongf the Fern I lie, 
xpecting there the Bridegroom to come by; 
\bove an Hour I had not waited there, 
ith Joy Foſcarco faw, advancing near, 

is 2 2 out-ſtripp'd; and ſeem'd to fly, 
I'wards Belfont he was making, full of Joy. 5 
-B, fix'd with Rage, cry'd, Stay, Foſeario, you | 

uſt ſtrive with me, e'er you toSi/via go. 4: 
n fine, we fought, and many Wounds I gave, 
And many Wounds I did from him receive, 
Till we were parted, as we fainting ſtood, . 
ink'd in each other's Arms with loſs of Blood; 

In th Equipage his Coach and Chariot were, 
To th' firit his Servants lifted him with Care, 
The laſt he order'd to attend on me, 

nd ſet me down where-e'er I pleas'd to be: 

nd fo in haſte they him t wards Be/fort drove, 
nd I reſolv'd too, not from thence to move, 

Within a Mile; away the Chariot went, 

{nd I to Paris for a Surgeon ſent. '- | 

Em willing now to live, ſince mine's «lag | 
aſte, lovely Maid, and no Diſcov'r 5 

aſte to my Arms, as feeble as th x by 1 

et will they a dear, welcome Gralp to thee. | \ F | 

l fay no more, nor Rules preſcribe in vain, + " - 

dur N oye can beſt tell thee how to ſave thy Swan. 

lad | Philauder. 

H 2 LETTER 
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LTTEA XIII. 
To PHILANDER. 


T*: Brilliard fo to. Sh 1 Coaſt is TRY 
e 


To know if we with Saſety may come there, 

brings, inſtead of Silvia, a young Cavalier, 
Who w fi from you as many Welcomes meet, 
At thi end o che u en * 


* 8 8 5 5 1 


LarrER xILIV. 


To SIL VIA. 
Hon the Baſtile, | * 


V. wy Fai e exoatin] me, I RCP 1 
To be at home, to dine to-day with you; ; 
onders I could ſo long ſince Morning live, 
Without the Joys J from her Charms receive. 


RAY 2 * — 1 Know, 


— x r( 


K — — 
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Know, Silvia, then, that Fate is come on me, 
When in the midſt of Bliſs w' have fear d would 
: Which has ſo often chang'd thy Smiles to Fears, 
And oft has ruffled thy calm Soul with Cares; 
Let's not ſeem ſtrange, three Moons w' ave had 
Alarms, | * f a7 7 > ae nts 3B > 
Have made thee chagrine in Philander's Arms. 
We knew that we muſt meet the fatal Hour, 
* bleſs'd Moons had kept us from its 
6 ow'r : 


But Love has arm'd us both; let Fate deprive 
Me of all Joys, but what my Fair can give; 
All the falſe World's Reſpect, the grave Advice 
Of formal Coxcombs, cenſorious Wiſe, - 
Th' Opinion of ill-judgingWomen too, 
No matter, Silvia, if Tm loy'd by you. 
I'm at your Father's Suit in Priſon laid, 
For Rape committed on my lovely Maid. 
My Soul, take. Coach, and to Ce/ario go, 
Ceſario will be my Bail, I know. | | 
J fear not a fair Trial, Thefts of Love, 4 
When mutual, never Felony can prove; 
May die for Love, for loving can't; haſte, Fair, 
That I may be detain'd no longer here 
From all the Pleaſure of my Soul, from thee : 
Haſte, my loy'd Dear, and ſet Philander free. 
| _ Philander. 


cone not to me, lift there. 
| ould be an Order to detain 1 
my Dear. H 3 LETTERS 
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2 ETTER XLV. : 

] 

. "T6 PHIL A ND Z R. | 
M not furpriz'd at what has fall'n on thee, 0 
Becauſe 't has long expected been by me ; 1 
And Love ſo well th fortified my Heart, ] 


I now can act a moſt courageous part, 
Worthy a Nymph that loves ſo bleſs'd a Swain, 
Who bs the fine ely Youth is lov'd again. 
»Gainſt all that can befall me, arm'd I am, 
Gainſt bing diſgrac d, and made a publicky | 
The Whiſpers of the Court T've been, 'tis true, , 
Theſe happy. Months that I've retir'd with you; 
My Father too, long ſince the Secret knew, 
At leaſt, could not help gueſſing it was ſo, 
Alcho his Juſtice and his Anger opt, EY 
And poſſibly conceaPd' it nll ag 9 
Did 150 alla, with htfu Ways, 
His drouſy Vengeance to 5 leafures raiſe ; 
I know fhe ply'd him with her ſoft'nin Pay rs, 
Won him to make it t püblick with her Toure, 

I'm 


* 


ä 8 eff 
I'm enter'd, arm'd, my Fortune I'll purſue, 
My F ortitude to th' World ſhall wond'rous ſhew. 
e a Pare I've my. Honoyr-loſt, - 8 
on why my a 15 riends, and Fa ame has 
7 Fo at nothing m now, more Th run, 
And va the _ Fates that bring them 
on. 55 Nr 


"(Op 


Love on, like me, Philander, if you dare, 
And let * p erev'ry where 
Let me in — ke ein Prifors lie, > 
One Grain of Love they never ſhall deſtroy : 


” ©'E 


No, ſince I know what tis to have thee mine, 


ER ne'er the Glory mw of dying n IV 
8e! ACS NS 4 
 CRLAVE 7 1 0 & Silvia. 


Celario, my 8 is dne | 
to be your Bail, with Monſieur 
— 61. 1. S 


1 XI VI. "KL 
'To STIL 7 A. 


'Y Life, wy So Soul, my charming Fair be- 


4 * 4a 


ve, | 

Thote Hours I'm abſent from thee, I not live. 

My lovely Dear, while you believe this Truth, 
You never need ſuſpe& — conſtant Vouth; 
If he ſhould ſtay appointed Hour, 
+ or to ſupport without: — 1 has no Power, 

My Dear, I to m is e eee e . 

It ſeems my Try comes to. moro on. 

T will be two Hours e'er I return again, 

E'er I can to my deareſt bring her Swain. 


Philander. 


* 


: | LErrEx 
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„ De ds 


XI VII. 
A = IL FA 


M. deareſt Child, while with my Advocate 


I there was by the Prince Ceſario met; 
e ſays, your Father all his Time employs, 


1 


1 5 — my 5 ; 5 Phi lander 5. ws 
his Night I'd have mov'd by thee, 
| | Left OG. you . diſcover'd be; 
„ue Brilliard ſent, he will condutt you where 
You'll have good Company, nor need to fear; 
Where — — a oy Woman, full of Wit, 
Belinda nam'd Sus An and diſcreet; 

The ſecret Stories o — Love does know, 

And to your Quality Reſpect will ſnewy. 

One Day my Fair a Recompence ſhall have, 


rr for thy. xerpal Slare. 
V7. | bis vr Ad- 5 de, 
Ty v. St... þ f Vil , | ; 
p Hs 1 Lara 
> ih »> Y }'# O13 & aboitd QUE 17. 200 7 2 1 
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LETTER XLVIII. 
To PHILANDE R. 


Vas in haſte your Orderb to bey 
By Three o Clock with Brilllard went away. 
I'm come where you defir'd, and find it true, 
The Woman has both Senſe and Beauty too. 
This Flight not pleaſes me; what have I done ? 
Yet I've no other Fault. But Love alone. 
To boaſt of that I dug. to be inclin'd, \. 
Since tis the nobleſt Naſſion of the Mind; 
My Love's not criminial;” Philandar, no, 
Nor is t a Crime that it is fix'd on you's 
None but your fatal Ma is the Cauſe, 
That was no Crime tod, till Man made che Laws. 
And can thoſe Laws Damnation chen p rocure ? 
When thou wert married, eurſe the fatal Hour, 
Curſe on the Prieſt, may endleſs en be laid 
n y aid » * 
xce Your ongue, by. it 'twas binding made, 
Your Tongue, by Which the fatal y Ves, was ſaid-- 
Oh Heav'ns ! of all your whole Creation, there 


Was but ene Man that's — 


* Fd 


205888805 


Chat horn 2 had Pow'r to . 


Love. Laer. e 


And why from me did you that Youth. remove? 
Did you not form our Souls for mutual Love? 
Mertilla mi t have lbv'd another Man, © 
But I, alas! none but Philander- can; 
Thi ador'd Philaxder, with thoſe ſpeaking Eyes, 
That wounding Sofineſs in his tender Voice ; 


Oh all y this a Sin then be ? 
Muſt Laws, which an for meer Convenience 


make, 
Divine Deerees at our fe REY break? 


Perhaps to-morrow, when: the Youth's arraign a, 


n * {Re YE. Mertilla was Sr | 
Twas no thing, yet pretty near cane, 
But by an Error of haſty Ff 

Made him ſo negligently flop too oon, 

He ſhould have gaz d a little farther on. 
Then i * Winke ilvia had he fix d his Joy, bs 


"Tis fine D teach, who cry, 
That I in Heaven inet 
Folly and Madness into Cuſtom 


And if a wild, unheedy Vouth eſliou'd, 
Take the firſt Offer u N of Mond. 

He a rich Heir, and ſhe from 1 
Coupled in Heat of Wine, and ſudden Luſt, 
When in the Morning wakes, perceives theWhore, 
Quits her with Shame, the Folly owns no more; 
Does this a heavenly Conjunction ſhew? | 
yOu I, in height 17 as I e 


4 
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ere 


Forc'd Nh deen who'll not be deny'd, 
Fo be the ofd, deform'd 4j#royne's Pride, 
Whoſe Quilities I N by Heav'ns Pl die- | 
Rather than ſuffer him with me to lie: 
Moſt certainly, twere Blaſphemy to ſay 


That by the ;ods was done, on them the charge 


to la 
Curſe on Jon Nonſenſe, ye impoſing Crew, 


| Curſe on ur holy Cant, may allow ' 
We ya! t, you may 


and Riipes the Akts of Heav'n'too. 


Muſt they, becauſe Heay'n ſuffers them to be, 


Therefore be Heav'ns Pleaſure, or Decree? | 
A Trick, a wiſe Device of Prieſts, no more, | 
To make them paſs their tir d- out Buſineſs o er, 
Drudge for the dull got Family, cauſe taught 
To think that Marriages from F ea n 
A mighty ty Comfort that is too, to boaſt, 

When all the Joys of Life are by it loſt. po 
Were it not nobler, Honour k . his Love, 1 1 
Since by Experience we do dai 
That of Content they have the & Share, 
Of whom they ſay Heav'n joins, who! 4 d are. 
And where Love 1 is not, "they D {| muſt 7 
Loathing Piſquiet, and 1 e too. 
No, my Pbiſander, that's a "heeretiy Pair, 
When two Souls meet, and equal Paſſion "whe 
When willing Vows we do on both ſides find, 
When a true View is taken of the Mind, 2 
When there's no Gain, nor —— Int reſt had, 


U M 
fad y en the ach alone by Love is mae 


* 


„ 261 
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When equal Judgments meet, that can perceive, 
Their Bfeſings When toqgive, and when receive; 
Who find the Beauty of each other's Minds, 
Whom not a formal — binds, 
But well- conſider d Vow ipoke nin Love, 
With which the. call with Jo Joy _ ev by prove. 
Such is thy Wi 2 
The Match. that an pe 

then oh ! 
Howicame't, Ph:i/ander, you was miſs'd by me, 
Why was not Silvia then N by thes? 


: 19189 6 Silvia. 
rai] a dy 1 ry j ern it fin Led tl 
Since I writ, ah ch 7 defien'd not an I- 

vectiue againſt Marriage, when I began, - but 0 


inform thee —.—— you read, but fince 
[ writ, I ſay, hg «where I am is broken vo- 


eng with Warrants and Officers for me ; but being 

all undreſi d and ill, the Officer has taker my Ward 
or my. Appearonce- to-morrow. It ſeems they: jaw 
ne when I went from my Lodgings, N 
Foe to me, er ot need e NE: 
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T6 SIEFIA.. Ti 


Grief I can't expreſs, wy lovely 1 Fair, 
- When I the News of your Surprize d 
ear. 

L am not able yet to come to you, 

This Time I ſteal, that I may let thee know, 

What 'tis my Advocate would have us do-. 

If thou art took, I cannot fave thy Charms, 

Thou llt be for ever raviſh'd from my Arms. | 

If thou would'ſt fave Philander, then you muſt 

Marry ſome faithful Friend, whom I can truſt. N 
As 
Ar 


This W have diſcours'd, thou —— haſt — i oh 
Rather than kill me, any thing you'd 


Oh, Charmer of my Soul, then Con 


s 
To do a Deed, Which only both can 


And tho' no Terror, but i th Name, I ſee, Fr 


Yet faint to ſay't, Silvia muſt married be: 
Yes, Silvia, yes, you muſt a Husband take, || T} 
Tho' you are mine as faft as Heav'n can make. 
T've pitch d upon the Property, my Dear, W. 
Tis — can truſt in this Affair, 

Brilliari 


Brilliard's a Gentleman, and may 785 : 
To Huch a Bliſs, tho' Fortune's not his Friend. 
He's handſome too, well bred, oblig'd to me, 
Will go no farther than the owning the: 
He dares not do't, I'll tie him from't before, 
I'll truſt him with my Life, but S:/via's more. 
| We'll have the Ceremony o'er to-day, - 
I To keep you mine there is no other way. 


_— Philander? 
Leeres L 


9 . 5 | ' 
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Of your — ravery have need. 
As. I was coming from my Dear, was met, 
„sed wh Treaſon 'gainſt the King and 
4 tate, 

Ts. m' injur'd Monarch may receive my 
ate. 1 


This great late Shock of Chance, my charming 


. Fair, 


Worthy thy glorious Soul, with Courage bear 1 


wi 
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Y charming, lovely Fair, e now indeed, 
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I fund no Sting in Death, but leaving thee, 
And ev'ry Parting ſtill the fame 5 . 
Perhaps I might by thy Diſdain have dyd, 
Thou might ſt have back with thy Plilndrcloy 
Might lov'd another, all 6 Vows have Dole, 
And might have kill'd me by a harder Stroke, 
But Fate'is kinder to me, 124 Tm bleſs'd 

I go with charming Silvia's Love poſleſs'd, 

For her dear fake, ſure Heaven much will do, 

To recompence a Maid fo innocent and true. 

Expect the beſt, this Comfort have, that I, 
My Sibvia's liv'd, „ and will my Silvias die. | 


2 5 - Philandrr | 
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dear Sup Supporter, here I vow, thar you 
"A not to Heav'n without your ge 


15 Heav'n if (wear, L can't without thee "MJ Lat 
Aud if thou dy'ſt, thy Nymph ſhall not ſurvive. Iny 
Silwia. 
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TN ring 1 Brill ard with you; ; ox —— haſte 
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\EE, Pr ſee, * all as Gods > 


„ lovely Fair, what they have done for you, 


Thou beauteous Creature, leſs they could not do. 


Know, lovely Maid, when I examin'd was, 
zeſore the King, too plain they found my Caſe, 
y Sentence was, to be to th' Baftile ſent, : 

rom whence, but to my Death, I ne'er had went, 


The Meſſenger, Ning in my Coach alone, 


was reſolv d to kill bim. and be gone. 

try'd with Gold, e er I my Dagger ſhew, 
Ind that prevail d, a Way more leſs too. 
ear to the Sea I now have made Retreat, 
here, with e I for Siluia wait. 


y Life depends is 11 55 1 know, 


Ind what 1 
's Clo d you dealt, 


27 


k Take care of Innocence, and faithful Love 1 | 


| 
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We to ſome foreign Shore our Coaſt will ſteer. 0 

Bring me what News you of Ceſario hear; 

Methinis Fwould not have him poorly die. 

Norto the Scaffold go with Shouts of Joy, 

By th' Multitude, that moſt uncertain Beaſt, 

Who — Throngs his Chariot Wheels have ? 
P d, R | L 


Who gaze, and fickle Adoration ſhew, 


In Crouds they'd follow, whereſo&er he'd go. 
I pity him, but Silvia will remove £4 | 
All Thoughts from me, but thoſe of pleaſing e 
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I need mot bid e 1 
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